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©OMMXxX by S K Deitch 


Introduction 


This is volume two of the dream journal that I began in 2010. The world 
of my unconscious mind continues to evolve and change. Now in my mid- 
sixties, I can again read in my dreams. As well they have become sexier, 
more musical and less violent. 


I have more frequently been someone completely different from myself in 
my dreams and the scenarios have become if anything more fanciful. 


I may have mentioned in the past that I have never been big on 
interpreting dreams. I don’t generally find them meaningful. To me they are 
just strange artifacts of my brain’s housecleaning. I started a group about 
dreams on the MeWe social media platform. One of the people who was 
going to join was really offended by my attitude concerning the 
interpretation of dreams and ultimately left the group. I never said that he 
couldn’t interpret as he pleased, just that it didn’t mean that much to me. 
Still, that was a certified huff that he left in. There is no doubt that dreams 
have a connection to our waking experience, but for me at least, they have 
not been informative. 


This volume is smaller than the previous one which covered a bit more than 
eight years. I think that future volumes will cover two or three years 
depending on the number of recorded dreams. I do occasionally go through 
long periods of no recorded dreams at all. A period of only a few years is 
far easier to index and I have discovered that the index to the dream journal 
is the key to its usefulness. The index allows me to reveal trends in my 
dreams. For instance before I indexed the previous volume, I had had no 
idea how frequently celebrities made appearances in my dreams or broken 
cats for that matter! This volume has a lot more appearances by saucy 
young women and a lot more dreams in which I am someone other than 
myself. Also my brothers have more frequent roles. My Father passed on 
this year and, like my mother, is a more frequent visitor to my dreams now. 


The hair raising year of 2020 is covered in this volume. One might think 
that anxieties about out of control cops, riots, pandemics and crazy people in 
the White House would make frequent appearances in my unconscious 
experience. Those things seem to play a minimal role. I guess that maybe I 


am either untroubled by those things on a primal level or maybe I’m just not 
that deep. 


The waking world has become a more difficult place for me in the last few 
years, but I seem to deal with its challenges with my waking mind. I have 
lost jobs and fallen on hard times and the political situation of my native 
land is way less than optimal. Strangely, the effect on my dreams seems to 
have been minor. The current occupant of the White House has made only a 
single appearance in my dream world, which is a great gift from my 
selective unconscious. In general, my day to day anxieties do not play a 
major role in my dreams. 


Anyway, that’s all for now 


-SKD 12/27/2020 


Dream Journal 


Volume 2 
6/20/2018 


I have burdened myself with carrying around a large old fashioned torpedo 
shaped sash weight. It is at least twenty five or thirty pounds. Also about 
five feet of 1 1/2" link chain is attached to it. It is heavy, awkward and quite 
rusty, but it is the burden I have chosen. 


12/24/2018 


I was in sort of a weird place. This extremely well kept little village. I am 
20 years old. I live in a blue triple-decker on the ground floor. The apartment 
right above me has its windows boarded over, but there do seem to be people 
living there. I occasionally hear their stereo. 


Everything in the village is perfect. Trees and hedges trimmed, no trash or 
debris on the roads and sidewalks, little noise. There are no cars. Most traffic 
is by powered bicycles that can also function autonomously. I see ones going 
around riderless with a bag of groceries or other good in their front basket 
and stopping in front of a house where the resident will retrieve the bag. I 
suspect that the village might be on a star ship. No one ever come or goes. 


People work in sort of an office park that is underground beneath the 
village. people ride around the linoleum corridors on the bicycles. I am 
riding down one and a guy blocks my way. He is holding a large pole. He 
wants to take my bicycle I freak out and threaten him even though getting 
another bike is a simple matter, they are everywhere. The guy tells me that 
now we are enemies forever. 


I am home and I am curious about the people upstairs. I climb up the 
outside wall and peek through a gap in the boards. The apartment is empty 
with the walls painted light blue. On a far wall is pinned with a tack a small 
black and white photo of a woman's face. She has a '40s kind of hairstyle. 


I wake. 


12/31/2018 


I have a job as a companion to a college student. His parents hired me to 
make sure that he gets to classes and generally keeps his eye on the ball. 
Hiring someone like me was a good idea because the kid is an adventurous 
type and easily distracted. 


I'm around when he gets the idea to go out for beer with his friends or wants 
to play video games rather than work on his papers for class. He is pretty 
cooperative most of the time, but sometimes he comes up with ways to lose 
me so he can run off. 


He has somehow discovered that the gate to Niflheim can be found about a 
mile from the college and he decides to go through. I find out and chase him, 
but it is too late and he has passed through and I must follow to retrieve him. 
If he freezes to death or is captured by trolls, his parents will fire me. 


Niflheim looks like Antarctica, but the sky is white with black stars. I see the 
boy in the distance as he trudges through deep snow. 


I wake. 


1/1/2019 


I am in some sort of cafe sitting at a table playing a game with an 
attractive woman my own age. We are drinking wine. She is wearing a sort 
of peasant dress with a floral print. Her years have treated her well. She 
looks her age but healthy and happy. Her laugh lines enhance rather than 
detract from her appearance. She is slightly overweight with a substantial 
bosom that is partially revealed by the low collar of her dress. Her hair is 
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gray, but beautifully glossy and worn long and loose. She is not someone I 
know, but someone I have just met and she has challenged me to a game that 
is played on a equilateral triangle shaped board that is ruled into many 
smaller equilateral triangles, each one marked with a different glyph. Some 
of the glyphs are Latin, Cyrillic, Armenian or Georgian letters. Others are 
things like stop signs, radiation or bio-hazard marks. We each have a coin- 
like marker on the board that we move according to the flip of a card from a 
deck that is face down on the table. The cards depict nude young boys 
engaging in various activities, games, chores and sometimes mischief. It is 
clear that each card refers directly to a glyph on the board. 


The woman and I are having a good time. I have no idea if I am doing well 
at the game or not, but I feel rewarded by her merry smile and her laughter. 
Sometimes she has an almost girlish giggle. 


She leans in to me so that our faces are very close. Her collar drops a bit as 
she leans over and I steal a glance down at her cleavage. She smells ever so 
slightly of some musky/floral scent, maybe some essential oil, maybe it's 
just her shampoo, but her physical proximity feels very real. She whispers, 
"T think we should order more wine." 


I nod and smile. "Yes. That would be great!" 


She turns a card that shows a boy lighting a firecracker. "Beat that." she 
says with a broad smile. 


It just sort of fades. 


1/3/2019 


My brother Simon told me I had to go to a comic book store called "Mr. 
Weirdo's" because they had stuff nobody else had. I went there on a bicycle 
that looked like a frog. It was painted green and had a plastic frog's head on 
the front and a horn on it that croaked. 


I got to the place that was on a corner in Cambridge. The owner of the 
place was a blonde woman in her twenties who looked pretty normal. She 
was neither a "mister" nor a "weirdo". The place had nothing but copies of a 
graphic novel about the life of Thomas Edison. 


I was thinking that Simon was out of his mind as the dream faded. 


1/10/2019 


I have a hard-boiled egg before I go to work. When I crack the shell, I see 
there is blood inside. 


I have a good job and a nice apartment in the city. I'm not exactly sure 
what I do, but I sit at a desk where people bring me paperwork to sign off 
on. I take calls and answer emails, but my exact function is unclear. 


A friend of mine is always in my apartment watching TV. I am ok with 
him being there, I just wonder about his job, wife, kids, etc. He seems fine 
and unconcerned. 


At work I am handed a document to sign and for some reason I know that I 
have to get home immediately. I tell my boss I have an emergency and go 
home. 


I find the door of the apartment slightly ajar and when I push it open I see 
that there are scraps of cut white paper on the floor immediately inside the 
door. I walk further inside. The TV is on, but my friend isn't there. There is 
only static on the screen. In the living room there are a bunch of toy dolls 
dancing around. One of them was a Superman figure with the proportions of 
a toddler. Others are things like Barbies, Aurora monster models, Rat-Fink 
toys, etc. They are all dancing but there is no music, just the sound of the 
static from the television. 


I wake. 


1/14/2019 


I'm in Japan and I am the driver of a monorail that rides a track suspended 
above the street. I have a single passenger, A Japanese women. She is 
talking constantly in Japanese so I really don't know what she is saying to 
me until she starts repeating in highly accented English, "I am bad, bad!" she 
is literally tearing off her clothing, ripping it to pieces as we are pulling into 
a station. I am relieved that this apparently crazy woman will be getting off. 
I decide that I will get off to alert the authorities that there is a woman in 
distress on the train. 


The platform of the station is made of beautifully statned wood and stands 
about thirty feet above the street. I step out of the cab and see that there are a 
few people around the top of the stairs that go down to the street. The stairs 
are also wood and of open construction. The people seem to be staring at me 


and I wonder why until I turn around to see that my passenger, now fully 
nude, has followed me out of the car. 


"No need to worry about her I say.", but they look at me blankly, 
apparently they don't understand English. One landing down a blonde 
Caucasian woman has tripped on the stairs. I call and ask if she is ok but she 
doesn't seem to speak English either. She responds it what sounds like 
Italian and is getting to her feet and she seems alright. 


There is a little girl who is afraid to go down the stairs and her mother 
can't seem to convince her to go down. I walk down to the first landing 
where the woman has just gotten up. The contents of her purse has been 
strewn about the landing and she is picking everything up. I notice a little 
door that says "Emergency Exit". I open it and see that there is a folding set 
of stairs behind it. I go to the top of the stairs and pick up the little girl and 
carry her down to the landing and he mother follows us. The nude woman 
has disappeared. 


I unfold the stairs and walk down into a space below the landing 
platform. As I walk the stairs become narrower and eventually fuse into a 
single narrow rail. I reach an area where there is a guy sitting on a chair 
smoking a cigarette and reading a newspaper. He is suddenly alert and 
pushes past me up the stairs and I hear some business at the top. Then he is 
bringing down the two women and the little girl in a tiny inflatable monorail 
car. I start laughing like a fool. 


1/26/2019 
1 


I am in this supermarket that has this kind of forced old fashioned look. 
The floors are wood with sawdust scattered about, the shelves are made of 
what looks like distressed wood, but are actually quite solid. There are wood 
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barrels everywhere containing this and that. The shopping carts were big 
wicker baskets on wheels. All the product names were Father's this or 
Mother's that, Uncle John's or Cousin Fred's. All of the employees wore 
straw boaters, sleeve garters and canvas aprons. The whole place was an 
exercise in forced, fake down-homey good old days that never really existed 
mythos cosplay. In real life 1t would have horrified and saddened me. In the 
dream I was enchanted by it, found it fun and wanted to play along. 


I had a perfectly adorable little kitten with me who kept getting into stuff 
all over the market, but was actually pretty responsive to me and would 
come when I called to her, but people kept making her mischief worse by 
chasing her and causing her to knock things over and I kept warning people 
not to do it because she would just come if I called, but she would run and 
hide if chased. Little by little other people were causing her to wreck the 
place. 


2 


There is an electronic game. It comes as both a small console housed in 
green plastic and there is also a PC version that I have on a flash drive. 
Everybody is playing it. I don’t have any recollection of what the game was 
about. I don’t think I ever knew its name, but the console had a red button so 
I thought of it as the red button game. People’s game consoles keep 
disappearing. There is a game thief about. I come home to my apartment to 
discover that I seem to have been robbed. Among the tings missing is my 
game console. In my bedroom I discover a red haired boy about 16 years 
old under my bed who is masturbating and laughing at me. His rigid penis is 
highly textured and veiny. I drag him from under the bed and throw him out 
of the apartment. Even though he has nothing with him, is in fact naked, I 
somehow know that he is the robber. 


The boy is stalking me and he is also changing. Before long he is a red 
haired girl, but with the same behaviors. I find her in my apartment naked 
playing the game. She tries to tempt me sexually, but I know it is a bad idea. 
She isn’t so attractive that I am really tempted anyway. Her body is young 
and tight but she obviously hasn’t washed her hair in a while and she has 
sort of a smirky face. She attacks me when I refuse and she is quite strong 
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even though she is half my weight. She lands a blow on my leg that fills me 
with blinding pain. 


I wake with a bad charlyhorse in my left calf. 


1/27/2019 


I don't remember most of this dream but I wrote this part down when I 
woke in the middle of the night: 


I saw on the news that Johnny Depp had been captured by the Mole Men 
and was tortured for his secrets. Depp characterized the incident as "The cost 
of doing business" upon his release. 


1/30/2019 


I visited a woman who was apparently a friend of mine although she does 
not correspond to any of my waking life friends. She was a pretty faced, 
thick figured black woman, younger than me, maybe in her 30s. She had a 
musical voice. She lived in a large suburban house and I was over for lunch 
and to just hang out and chat. After lunch we are sitting on the living room 
couch having a glass of white wine. The wine tasted slightly sour to me, but 
I was happy enough to drink it anyway. She was wearing a purple pull over 
blouse and a white calf length skirt. When we are talking she was leaning 
toward me in such a way as to accentuate her large bosom which distracts 
my eye. She notices my attention there and says "You never looked there 
before." 


I'm embarrassed and say "You just never caught me looking before." 


"It's ok. You have nothing to be ashamed of." 


"I'm not exactly ashamed, it's just a bit awkward is all." 


"It doesn't have to be. Go ahead and touch 'em if you want." reached out 
and palmed one of her breasts. She was wearing a bra that held it firm, but I 
could still just barely feel her nipple beneath. I squeezed a little and she 
leaned into my hand a little. "You like that? She asked. 


"Yes, very much." I felt a little like a misbehaving teenager. I said "Maybe 
we shouldn't..." 


She cut me off. "Oh I think we should!" We kissed. Her hair smelled 
wonderful. Some sort of spicy aroma, maybe from a shampoo. We pulled off 
our clothing and were making love. 


Sometimes in dreams sex takes place in a way that I don’t actually 
experience it, but I know it has happened, “off camera” if you will. Other 
much more rare times I vividly experience every sensation. Those dreams 
tend to be about the sex and nothing else. From these I tend to wake in a 
state of high arousal. Still others I experience everything but there is no 
tactile or genital sensation. This dream was sort of an amalgam. 


There was a little bit of everything, but it wasn’t crazy porn sex, just a lot 
of getting to know what each other likes. Lots of tactile sensation. I 
remember having my face between her breasts as I played with her nipples 
making her giggle a bit. In particular I remember a moment of her lying on 
top of me while we kissed and feeling her weight on me and the expanse of 
her smooth skin against me, but the actual intercourse, orgasm...I knew it 
happened and it satisfied my dream self greatly, but there was no actual 
sensation. 


The post coital cuddling and conversation was quite pleasant, but we were 
both aware of the elephant in the room of wondering if this permanently 
changes the nature of our relationship. 


It is later and she has other friends coming over. One of them is a woman 
closer to my age. She is white, thin, about an inch taller than me with short 
gray hair and arresting pale blue eyes. She is wearing a green sweater that 
has sort of a Charlie Brown zig-zag on it and blue jeans and sandals. Her 
toenails are painted red, but her fingernails not at all. I realize now that she 
bears a close resemblance to a Brandeis business school professor who I see 
often. In the dream she is an artist and she is discussing a project that I find 
fascinating and would like to keep up with. It has to do with giant inflated 
sea creatures. I give her my card and invite her to have lunch some time to 
talk more about it. 


My friend is staring at me in such a way that I realize that I have made an 
error. Apparently our relationship has in fact changed enough that inviting 
another woman to lunch in her presence, even in a totally non-romantic 
context is a poor idea. It is something I should have guessed might be the 
case as she has had a lot of drama with boyfriends in the past over things 
like that. I sense that there will be some drama in my future as a result. 


More people arrive. They are mostly young folks in their 20s or early 
30s. There are maybe six people in the house now and we are sitting around 
the kitchen table drinking more wine. She is across the table from me giving 
that appraising and finding me wanting look that so many African-American 
women excel at giving. 


The dream fades. 


I do not usually remember the amount and kind of detail as I do from this 
dream. When I do, it is usually more phantasmagorical scenarios rather 
than a more real world based one like this, that the storyline, though simple 
and limited holds throughout is also unusual. Usually there is some 
distraction that takes things in a different direction, but that didn't happen 
this time. The woman who is my friend/romantic interest does not closely 
resemble anyone close to me in my waking life, but in the dream I knew her 
whole back story, although as I write this I cannot remember her name. 
Helene or Laurene maybe, but I’m just not sure. 


EDIT: It came to me later in the day that her name had been Loretta. How 
she felt and smelled is still with me. 


10 


2/7/2019 


I was sitting at home listening to music when I get a call on an old black 
Bakelite dial phone. The person on the other end warns me that El Fantastico 
is coming. 


I get the hell out of there! 


2/13/2019 


I dreamed that I woke from a dream on a perfectly mowed lawn on a warm 
and sunny morning. There were a few boxes around me and i knew that I 
had somehow brought them back from my dream. Finally I had brought 
something solid back from the world of dreams! 


In the boxes were a number of signs dry-mounted on foam core. They 
were just printed in black on a white background and were about 12 x 16 
inches each. They said things like "Mr. Williams' shoes", Mr. Williams' 
shirts", "Mr. Williams' belt buckles", Mr. Williams' keys", etc. There were 
about twenty of them. I couldn't understand why I had brought these 
particular things out of my dream. 


I woke. 


2/20/19 


I am walking on Main street in Waltham. I go to cross and I am hit by a 
car, knocked high into the air and I keep going higher. I look down and see 
that I am hundreds of feet above the street. I realize that I cannot possibly 
survive the fall back to the ground. I think "I will be a glorious death though. 
People will talk about it for years about the guy who just fell out of the sky 
and went SPLAT!" 


11 


But I just keep going higher. The air gets colder, the sky darker. I am 
above the clouds which look like a roiling sea beneath me. The stars appear 
and I can see the curve of the Earth. There are flakes of ice on my clothing. 


My alarm goes off. 


2/22/2019 
1 


I was at some sort of event where I met Jennifer Lawrence. Nice gal, very 
normal and approachable. A bit shorter than I expected her to be. She was 
telling me about how much she would like to work with a friend of mine 
who happens to be an actor. She gives me her number to give to him. I go 
looking for him to give him the number, I fly to New York and then to 
Florida in search of him. 


It just sort of became a disorganized travel montage and I woke up to pee. 


2 


I was at a party and a very pretty woman was fortune telling with cards. I 
asked her to do mine just so I would have a chance to talk to her and see 
what happens. She wasn't doing standard layouts, but had me just pick three 
cards from the fanned deck. I got the two of cups, the Fool and the Tower 
inverted. 


I am far from an expert on the Tarot, so I had no idea what to make of 
that. 


My alarm went off. 
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2/24/2019 


I arrived in a small town in Indiana around breakfast time. The only place 
to eat was "Scramble King" a place that offered over 25 varieties of 
scrambled eggs. The place had a weird vibe. The grill cook was blindfolded. 
The waitress told me she would work topless for an extra three bucks. What 
the hell, I ponied up. It was something I could tell my friends about. She did 
not have great tits. Smallish, but droopy with downward pointing nipples 
and spotty areolae. I should have saved my money. Anyway, the place was 
weird. The only way you could get your eggs was some sort of scrambled, 
with sausage, or bacon or with onions or jalapenos (described as "zingy" on 
the menu), or American or Swiss cheese but you couldn't mix them up or 
have them add more than one thing to the eggs. They had coffee, but they 
only served it with cream and sugar. The only juice they had was tomato 
juice. "Orange juice is uncivilized." said droopy boobed waitress, "And 
black coffee causes the jitters. Ya don't want the jitters do ya?" 


My scrambled eggs with sausage were pretty good. You could get ketchup 
or Tabasco sauce with the eggs, but not both. I went for Tabasco, washed it 
all down with my sweet creamy coffee and tomato juice and got the heck out 
of there. The sun was rising as I exited. It was a big round orange cat face. 


3/5/2019 


I am the manager of a business. I honestly have no idea what we do, but it 
is before opening and the staff is here, about five people. I notice a guy who 
I don't know hanging around in the office. "Who are you?" I ask. 


"I'm just here for the thing." 


"Well, we're not open yet, you'll have to leave." Just then I see a man and a 
woman wandering around." I say "We are not opened yet. Please find your 
way out!" 
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There are now many people who don't belong there in the place and none 
of them have the least interest in getting lost. Various members of the staff 
are trying to coax them into leaving, but it just isn't happening. 


I say "Screw this, I'm calling the cops and getting the lot of them charged 
with trespassing!" I call. The connection is poor but I am finally assured that 
they have dispatched officers. 


They show up at the loading dock in a piece of earth moving equipment, a 
bulldozer. They are all wearing army helmets. I show them the way in, but 
one of them, he's a real tall guy, insists that he has to sneak in through a 
window. I try to dissuade him, but he is committed to doing it. To no one's 
great surprise he falls and lands on his back. His helmet makes a loud clang 
when he lands. I ask if he is alright and he says that he is fine. I offer to help 
him up, but he says he would just like to lie there a while. The other cops are 
escorting the trespassers out the back door and into a trailer attached to the 
bulldozer. 


I wake up to pee. 


3/11/2019 


For some reason I needed to attend some sort of festival in Kentucky. I 
got a ride with Lynda Carter. She looked more or less like she does now. For 
some reason the drive took a couple of days. We ate at Howard Johnsons 
and hit a lot of tourist traps along the way. We shared motel rooms and beds. 
She was perfectly ok with me seeing her naked, but didn't want to have sex 
which was frustrating. When we arrived at the festival we went our separate 
ways. I had the impression that she was there to pull off some kind of heist. 


The festival was odd. It felt like the place was a small town with many 
small venues for food, drink and entertainment. 


I learned that there was a scientist there who would pay good money for 
live specimens of a tiny pink arthropod similar to a daphnia only a vivid 
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pink color. I had seen some in a local pond and collected up some water with 
them in a soda bottle. I found the scientist, who looked a lot like Bill Nye 
but he wore horn rim glasses, and he was delighted with what I brought and 
gave me $85 for it. 


I visited several clubs, mostly inhabited by young people who danced 
seemingly constantly to music which didn't always seem easy to dance to. I 
tried my hand at flirting with a few young women, but they either weren't 
impressed with my game or too easily distracted, probably both. 


One place had karaoke and Lynda was singing there and totally owning the 
place. We waved at one another and I went off to collect more arthropods. I 
brought a bucket of water with hundreds of them to the scientist and he gave 
me $200 


The festival was ending and I looked up Lynda for my ride home We are 
moving down the highway and I realize that the cops are chasing us. 


I wake. 


S/ 135/19 


I am in the foothills of a mountain range inhabited by titans. They are 
maybe a thousand feet tall, the color of bronze. They move slowly. It takes 
one about ten minutes to take a step. They are both male and female, broadly 
built. Their legs are massive as thick as skyscrapers. Of course they don't 
notice me and probably not the nearby town. They do not seem to belong to 
this world anyway. 
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One titaness who looks quite a bit like Venus of Willendorf is walking out 
into the valley. She steps into the river causing a huge wave to go both up 
and downstream massively overflowing the riverbank. There is a city 
downstream that will be inundated. 


I wake. 


S/1 7/2019 


I am in this place, a club of some sort where people come to play board 
games. It looks pretty fancy with lots of polished wood and leather 
everywhere. There are people playing various board or card games all 
around the big main room. 


I am at a table with three other people, a young blonde man who is in his 
early 20s, a woman in her fifties with greying brown hair and a young man 
who sits exactly opposite me. He’s in his 30s. He wears a striped turtle- 
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necked sweater. He has sort of a bowl haircut and a really poor mustache. 
He's just one of those guys who can't grow a decent 'stache and no one has 
ever told him that it just isn't working for him. 


We four are playing a game that is on a board about one yard square. The 
board is made of polished wood divided into squares are slightly under 1 
inch in size and mostly unmarked except for a few in random locations are 
colored black and a few more also at random locations that are marked either 
"split" or "double". Additionally some of the squares are canted out of the 
plane of the board at a low angle. I know that these are called "hazards". 


There is a timer sitting on the table that never stops with a single hand 
sweeping around its face. It takes the hand about two minutes to complete a 
sweep at which point a quiet little bell rings. When the bell rings it is the 
next person's turn. The clock never resets, the hand moves constantly. 
During their turn each player places three markers on various spaces on the 
board according to rules or formulae that I cannot recall. I also can't recall 
exactly what the markers looked like, if they had a particular shape or color. 


The guy opposite me has a haughty and bullying attitude and is making 
constant remarks about how he rules this place and how only he can come 
here every day and "fleece" the other patrons. The truth is that he is in fact 
winning the game at the moment at least. 


A woman at the table near ours, but behind me speaks up. I have to turn 
around to see her. 


She is tall and shapely with long red hair. She somewhat resembles 
Christina Hendricks, but is not actually her, that is just who I thought of 
when I first saw her. She walks over to our table and bends over to put 
herself face to face with the bowl cut man. "Hello Dora." he sneers. 


"No one is here to 'fleece’ anybody. You are well aware, Kenny, that 
gambling is forbidden at the club!" I knew he had to be named "Kenny", I 
just knew it! What I hadn't known was that gambling was against the rules. 
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When we sat down to play, this guy had told us all that it was "traditional" 
for everyone to put up five bucks as a stake. 


"He lied!" I say. 


A few tables away a man stands up and sings operatically "Kenny always 
lies! Kenny always lies!" Others stand up and join the song as I awaken. 


3/29/2019 


I'm at a party where there seem to be a lot of smelly low-lives. I'm having 
a conversation with Richard Chamberlain (how he looked in the '80s. 
Shogun era) He's kind of an ass and a bore who won't stop talking about 
himself in a fake English accent. He's kind of sweaty and desperate looking. 
He's smoking a Tiparillo that has a really long ash that is hanging right over 
the bean dip. I have already decided to punch him if it falls in. 


Alarm goes off 


4/12/2019 


A friend of mine asked me what Hollywood star would I like to meet and 
just off the top of my head I said Jennifer Lawrence because she is talented 
and seems cool and humble. and he says "I'll get her to come to your 
birthday party!" I just assume he is full of shit and forget about it, but my 
birthday comes around and my friend it throwing a party for me on a movie 
set that has something like a star trek transporter on it which I recognize 
from that (nonexistent) Tom Cruise movie. All of my friends are there. 


A big sky blue limo pulls up and my friend says to me "It's Jennifer!" 


I go over to the car which has darkened windows and open the door and 
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there is Jennifer Lawrence. For no reason that could possibly make sense she 
is completely nude. I ask her "why are you here?" 


She says "I have no idea!" 


"Why are you naked?" 


"Again, I have no idea." I shake her hand and introduce myself. I really try 
to avoid gushing like a total fanboy. Tom Cruise gets out of the opposite 
door. He is also naked. Both Tom and Jennifer are quickly mobbed by the 
crowd. 


I ask my friend, "Why are they naked?" 


"I figured it would be more fun that way!" 


"You're just weird!" 


So I get to talk to Jennifer for a while and she does in fact seem cool and 
humble. She is totally unself-conscious about her nudity and I sort of stop 
noticing it. She behaves as if she is fully clothed and I do also. She is just 
that good an actress. 


Eventually we both start talking to other people and circulating around the 
party. I am truly glad that I had the chance to meet her. 


Tom Cruise is hanging out on the matter transporter set with a bunch of 
frat boy types who worship him and have also gotten naked. They are all 
laughing and drinking and making a lot of noise. 


I notice that there is a small used book store behind the set and I go in 
and find three paperback novels by Taylor Corson, an obscure (nonexistent) 
author of noir mysteries from the fifties. I'm thinking I will buy them, but I 
look at the price scrawled in pencil inside the cover of one and it is 
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prohibitive. I am frustrated and look inside the other two. The second is 
equally expensive and the third is just the cover from a Corson book just 
loosely stuck on an SF paperback titled "Little Green Men" with no author 
byline. My curiosity is piqued and I decide to buy it. 


The guys on the matter transporter set have decided to shake it to pieces. 
Tom Cruise is laughing his head off. 


I wake. 


Notes and afterthoughts: 


This is the second time that Jennifer Lawrence has appeared in my 
dreams. Both times she seemed very normal and approachable. The last time 
was 2/22/2019. 


The Little Green Men book had cover art by Frank Kelly Freas showing 
green inch tall people standing next to the shoe of a man. 


There is no author named Taylor Corson. I Google the name and come up 
with an actress I have never heard of. 


4/14/2019 


I am having a heated argument with someone at a party in a hotel ballroom 
when I suddenly shit myself. I called a time out. Everyone agreed that the 
thing to do was put off anymore debate and help me find a bathroom where I 
could clean up. It turned out that the nearest bathroom was twenty seven 
floors up. The guy who was with me was played by David Schwimmer who 
was the guy I had been arguing with. He had a drop-dead gorgeous girlfriend 
with him who came along to "help", I have no idea how she would be 
helpful in this situation, but her presence just made it more embarrassing and 
I wished she had elected to stay at the party. 


There was no elevator we were informed with some pride by a girl 
bellhop because it adds to the atmosphere. I thought to myself that the odor 
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of the poo in my drawers was also adding to the atmosphere and not in a 
good way, but I didn't say it out loud. 


As we walked up the stairs, Schwimmer started lecturing me about how it 
is healthful to make sure that my bowels are evacuated at least twice a day. I 
angrily snapped back at him that surely he could see that I was already 
following his advice. 


His girlfriend laughed. 


I was awakened but the loud party the Brazilians next door were having. I 
was grateful to discover that my dream had nothing to do with any real life 
accident. 


5/8/2019 


I am half-dressed and confused in a strange neighborhood. I'm, dirty, just 
wearing my undershorts and am wrapped in a bedsheet. I only seem to have 
half of my memory. I know who I am, but not where I belong. The 
neighborhood is half slum, half trailer park and full of dubious looking 
individuals. There are some men sitting on a porch playing cards and 
drinking beer. A couple of shotguns are leaning against the rails of the 
porch. I try asking them questions, but they can barely be interested in me 
replying with mostly unhelpful monosyllables. 


Finally a teenage boy who is watching the card game deigns to speak to 
me. He says I can come in to get warm, have a bite to eat and clean up. The 
kid says he'll make me a hamburger and he points me in the direction of the 
bathroom. 


The bathroom turns out to be a public style men's room and it has no door. 
It is right across from a ladies' room that also has no door and I can see right 
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into it. Women peeing, pooping, gossiping and fooling around with their 
makeup. I'm having a hard time trying to pee knowing that they can see me. 


I wake and have to use the bathroom. 


5/9/2019 


I was having lunch in a sort of sandwich shop combined with the Brandeis 
cafeteria with a friend who I hadn't seen in a very long time, but we were 
still connected on Facebook. He had to leave to catch his bus and I walked 
with him to the stop. We were having an interesting conversation and I didn't 
notice that I had gotten on the bus with him until it started moving. 


I panicked because I didn't want to go where the bus was going and I also 
at that moment realized that I had left my sneakers in the cafeteria and had to 
recover them before some students found them and used them to make 
Voodoo dolls (yes, that is the first possibility that came to mind as to how 
someone might abuse a pair of lost shoes). I screamed "No! Not Voodoo 
shoes!" I stole my friends raincoat, even though it was not raining, and 
jumped off the bus. 


I was standing on the street barefoot in a plastic raincoat when my alarm 
went off. 


5/12/2019 (afternoon nap) 


I run a large format copier for a company I hate. The place doesn't closely 
resemble anywhere I have ever worked. The guy who is my immediate 
supervisor looks like an Italian Renaissance prince and is an asshole. It is 
literally impossible for me not to hate him with every fiber of my being. My 
response to having to work with this clown is to display Three Stooges 
levels of incompetence. I am constantly making stupid comments to 
customers, showing little respect to the boss and breaking pieces of 
equipment through apparent clumsiness. 


oe, 


To my surprise and disappointment, none of this idiocy results in me 
getting fired. 


At one point I take a look inside the machine and notice that there is 
some dust on the circuit boards so I decide to clean it by pouring a few liters 
of hydroflouric acid into in before I go to lunch. While I am eating I hear a 
shriek from the room where my machine 1s. I run and look to find that the 
asshole prince has tried to use the machine which will now only produce 
pictures of dogs in bikinis. 


I'm in heaven. 


5/15/2019 


I am taken around from place to place in sort of an electric rickshaw. The 
rickshaw is driven by an attractive young black woman who wears a short 
blue dress. It was the exact shade of blue as a blue ink I was using yesterday 
evening. I sit in front lower to the ground and she drives from behind 
perched on a high seat. While I don't seem handicapped in any way, it 
appears that it is this girl's job to take care of me in the capacity of sort of a 
combination nurse/assistant. She only allows me to walk short distances and 
I am never supposed to be out of her sight, but it seems clear that I am not 
her prisoner, that she in fact works for me. 


She is taking me home in the vehicle, not only on the roads, but we also 
pass through various buildings. A market, an apartment house. The one I 
remember the most seemed to be some sort of high tech design firm that had 
many large machines. We enter the place through a large powered steel 
door. It is the size of a garage door. Inside there is a lot going on all 
coordinated buy a fat middle-aged guy with a Prince Valiant haircut who sits 
at a desk on the middle of it all. I get out of the rickshaw and look over the 
shoulder of one guy who is running a machine. He is making stained glass 
windows with a computer and some sort of industrial fabricator. 
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The guy at the desk is having a conversation with the girl and she comes 
over and hustles me back to the rickshaw. She starts to say something to me, 
she has an English accent by the way, she says "Oh dear, I'm afraid that I 
might have gotten us...." She cuts off as the guy waives her back over to the 
desk and they talk for a few more seconds. 


She returns and just says "Never mind" and we drive off. 


On the street I see us driving by from the perspective of someone on the 
side walk. I follow with my eyes as the rickshaw disappears around a corner. 


5/26/2019 


I get a chance to be on a game show that is sort of like Jeopardy except 
that you don't have to give answers in the form of a question. What I did not 
know ahead of time is that Donald Trump was also going to be on. He isn't 
president. This is Apprentice era Trump, but he is still vulgar and stupid. 


The prize is a trip to this wild west themed sort of holodeck kind of 
entertainment. A Westworld kind of thing, but without robots. Well, I beat 
Trump, but there is no particular sense of triumph. He was like Sean 
Connery in that SNL skit, but way less funny. When he loses he claims the 
game was rigged. 


Anyway, I go the wild west thing, and Trump has decided to go anyway, 
paying his own way of course and he brings his whole family. Ivanka shows 
up dressed like a college girl in a slutty cow girl Halloween costume. It has a 
bare midriff and a really short denim skirt. 


I wake up because I have to pee. 
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Notes: In my life I have had a few bits of good luck. One of those bits is 
that it took this long for me to have my first dream that featured Donald 
Trump. I pray it will be my last. 


Stupid though it might have been, Ivanka kind of rocked that outfit. 


5/27/2019 


Early morning had determined to sleep in, something I don't usually do 
even on Sundays and holidays. This early morning dream wasn't all that 
interesting except that I would keep waking and then drifting back to the 
same dream, not something that happens a lot with me. 


It is my job to mind this place like a little store with a counter, but I don't 
seem to sell anything or perform a specific service. I'm just there. The place 
opens onto a grassy area with clumps of trees here and there. Many people 
are coming and going about half of them seem to be nudists. 


I arrive at the place every day. There is a puppy with a tiny body and a 
huge head that hangs out front of the place. No one seems to own him. 
Sometimes he enters the shop and stares at me for a while. I have no desire 
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to pet or play with him. He has other animal friends that come in with him 
sometimes. At one point he brings in two other larger dogs and there is a 
three-eyed cat with them. I am shocked by the cat's appearance and awaken 
for a few seconds and then drift back off into the same dream. 


A trio of cute nude teenage girls come into the shop. They are full of high 
spirits and giggles. They are asking me silly questions, none of which I can 
answer. They eventually leave and run off toward some trees. I briefly wake 
again and drift back off. 
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I am in the bathroom in the back of the shop and am about to take a leak 
when I become aware of a toddler standing behind me. Maybe two years old 
wearing only a soiled t-shirt. He's just quietly staring at me. I take him by 
the hand and lead him out the front door. "Does anyone belong to this 
child?" I call out. A woman shows up and takes him off my hands. I awaken 
and get up to use the bathroom and then go back to bed and back to the 
dream, 


A man with a comically huge back pack is trying to get through the front 
door. He asks to use the telephone. I tell him that I don't have one. He is put 
out by that fact and takes it personally accusing me of some sort of 
prejudice. I throw him out and awaken. 


There were several more episodes like the above before I finally decided to 
stay awake at around 6 am 


ai 


6/9/2019 


It is a large park or maybe an estate. There are buildings, but it is mostly a 
large expanse of grass with a tree here and there. 


I have an assignment to collect a report from 18 different women around 
the estate each of whom mind a machine. I don't know what the machines 
do. They are about 4 feet high oblongs of painted metal on a concrete base 
with a row of toggle switches and a few colored lights that are either on or 
off. 


The machine minders are of all ages and wear a costume suggestive of a 
nun's habit but they are not a religious order. All are on the plain side and 
project no particular sexuality. All are bright, efficient and apparently duty 
driven. 


The reports are all a single page divided into a grid of 18 spaces each 
marked with either a number or a symbol that looked vaguely astrological or 
alchemical. The top of each report was marked with the woman's name. 


I remember collecting reports from Susannah, Marie, Ovide, Paula, Ann, 
Noreen and Helen. Those are all the names I can remember but I had 18 at 
the end to present to the supervisor. 


The supervisor reads and then burns each report in a pot belly wood stove. 


I drift off briefly to something about birds and then wake. 


6/13/2019 


I nodded off on the bus this morning and had...1t was more of a vision than 
a dream. I was out in the country somewhere. I saw just beyond a stand of 
trees a sort of a carnival with a small roller coaster. I snapped out of it as my 
stop was coming up and I saw that it had been right in front of me in 
scratched up paint, so I snapped a pic with my phone. 
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6/13/2019 


I have a job wrangling special effects puppet/costumes for an SF film. An 
alien monster with duck-like qualities. I myself have to wear one of the 
costumes and it is *very* complicated inside, knobs, levers and a tricky 
computer interface. It's actually a bit beyond my training. So not only do I 
have to work one of these myself, I also have to train a dozen other people to 
do so. I'm trying to get the thing to work and I'm stumbling around knocking 
equipment over. My screen has gone blank so I can't see outside of my little 
control space, but I hear other technicians and staff yelling and general chaos 
going on. 


6/20/2019 
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I'm with my brother Simon. He is in his thirties. I'm in my twenties. He 
has published a book that is virtually guaranteed to make him rich and 
famous and he has impulsively gone out and bought some sort hot Italian 
sports car. 


He drives it like a maniac. 


I am with him as he is roaring through the Harvard square 
neighborhood. He is going the wrong way on Mount Auburn and flips the 
car right next to the Lampoon. I'm thrown free and land on my feet. The car 
is squashed paper flat in the middle of the street. 


I go over to the car which is now just a big picture of a wrecked car 
mounted on foam board. I lift up the edge and look underneath, but there is 
no sign of Simon. 


6/23/2019 


I’m walking through a lobby. It is undecorated with white marble walls 
and a white linoleum floor. I am alone, but then I notice a naked woman, 
young, very full figured crawling along the floor giggling. 


“that’s interesting.” I think. I look up and see another young woman. She 
isn’t completely nude like the other, but very nearly so. She is barefoot and 
bottomless with a short crop top. She has short brown hair. Her ass is large 
and lovely. I say “Hello naked lady!” She is facing away from me, but looks 
over her shoulder and winks at me and then goes down a hallway. I decide 
that I should follow her. 


I reach a large room where there seems to be a party of some sort going 
on. Everyone is underdressed and I realize that I myself am merely wrapped 
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in a sheet. There are two ladies having a discussion next to a partition in the 
middle of the room. One is blonde, the other brunette, both in their forties. 
They are both wearing light silk toga-like garments. The brunette is in white, 
the blonde is in a red print. There is a dime stuck to the partition with a blob 
of glue. Above it are two photographs each depicting a different young man. 
There is an X drawn through one of them. The blonde says pointing to the 
unmarked photo, “They had a bet and this one won, but he couldn’t get the 
payment off the wall.” 


“The dime?” I ask. I reach out and tug at it. It takes a bit of force, but it 
comes off. 


The Brunette says, “Wow. People have been trying all day!” 


“They must have loosened it.” I say. I don’t need it, you can have it.” and 
had her the coin. 


As I walk away the blonde grabs my ass. I look at her in mock outrage. 
She looks at me in mock triumph. 


There is a black man with a devilish face who seems to be in charge, like a 
master of ceremonies of some sort. He is built like a Greek God and wears 
only a pair of cut-off shorts. Everyone seems to know and respect him. He 
sees me and I can tell he knows that I’m an outsider. 


A little later | am hanging out with a few guys, maybe six total. Most of 
them are wrapped in a sheet like me. One has a towel around his waist, a 
couple are just naked. We are all getting really stoned. We are sort of hiding 
out behind a few partitions. I see the guy with the devilish face peering in at 
us through a gap in the partitions. We are all laughing and talking at the 
same time. 


I see something blurry on the floor making noise. I put on my glasses and I 
see that it is an animated cartoon mouse. He is white and drawn in a sort of 
UPA kind of style. He is speaking to me in a very high voice that is difficult 
to understand. He repeats a few times before I get that he is saying “It’s 
getting late! 


I wake. 
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I had to go back and look to be sure, but I have a *lot* of dreams in which 
my sole garment is a sheet. Maybe it’s my unconscious mind acknowledging 
that it knows I’m in bed. 


6/29/2019 


In the dream there is a grassy little hill where I went as a boy to receive 
telepathic messages from beings that lived....elsewhere, in another realm. 
Not this exact universe. As a boy I went there and was given a vision of an 
enormously complicated glyph, like a repeating “S”-curve in three 
dimensions. I didn’t make the connection in the dream, but awake I realize 
that it resembled the structure of dry Ramen noodles. The vision had them as 
made of shining silver. 


The boy spent hours trying to describe the glyph to people and trying to 
draw it, but never to his satisfaction. He was certain that this was somehow 
the sigil of humanity. People started to listen to him and they also recetved 
visions when they came to that place. When the boy was a man there was a 
sort of a retreat center there where the man worked. He still was struggling 
with his own vision. Others had visions that were about different things and 
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the library in the place had shelves full of books full of descriptions of what 
they had seen. Some thought it was an attempt at communication by aliens. 
Some thought that the hill was a mystery spot that messed with our brains. 
Many thought that here is where the gods had chosen to speak to humans. 


The man finds a book where someone attempted to draw what he had seen 
as a boy from his description and similar entangled masses based on entirely 
different kinds of curves, but one drawing that really strikes him is a picture 
of a great serpent whose skin is patterned in the texture of the glyph of his 
vision. The serpent is somehow humanity. 


Seeing the page affects him as if his mind has been struck by lightning, that 
somehow a previously obscure fact has been presented to him. 


He is at the retreat center piling up books when he hears a message that one 
group of people who are there are eating the wrong breakfast cereal. He 
needs to go and tell them what the right one is, but on the way down to 
where those people are he forgets the exact cereal. 


I come into a comfortable looking living room. Don Rickles is sitting on 
the couch. I ask him if he remembers what the cereal was. “Cocoa Puffs” he 
Says. 


I go into their place, but I can’t find where they keep their cereal. I walk 
through their place and I think about Cocoa Puffs. 


I wake. 


7/2/2019 


I work in an office with a number of odd and eccentric people. I feel sort 
of responsible to get along with all of them and adapt to their ways. One of 
them is an odd, somewhat nervous type of guy. He is in his thirties, thin, 
male pattern bald, bespectcaled, oddly handsome. He tells me that he knows 
that we were meant to be lovers. I explain to him that I have never thought 
of myself as gay, but he seems very sure and 1s strangely convincing. We 
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start having breakfast together in the office before work, and people are 
thinking of us as boyfriends although we have never had sex. He isn’t really 
pushing to have sex with me that much although I definitely feel like if he 
did we probably would. 


He presents me with a device that is sort of like a wooden picture frame 
that goes together a couple of different ways. I take it apart and put it back 
together exactly backwards from the way it originally was and he 1s sure that 
this proves his position that we are meant to be together. 


I really am starting to have physical desires for him, but then one day he 
tells me it was all a mistake. 


7/13/2019 


I'm walking through Harvard Square. It is 1976. Lots of hippies wandering 
around talking nonsense to each other, Harvard students crossing the street 
without looking, orange clad Rajneeshies hanging in cafes, a half dozen 
buskers trying to be louder than one another. 


There is a guy with no shirt in overalls wearing a straw hat with a foot long 
beard. He is sitting on a milk crate playing a fiddle that is held between his 
knees as if it was a tiny cello He is playing a merry reel and singing along; 


"Got me a dog I call Little Pig, 
Eats a lot but he ain't so big, 
I'll play my fiddle he'll dance a jig, 
He's pleased to meet you Little Pig!" 


There was more to the song, but that's all I can remember. A skeevy 
looking guy distracts me by tapping me on the shoulder to ask me for 
change. He's grimy and he smells like he hasn't washed in a while. I reach in 
my pocket and hand him a quarter. I'm kind of hoping that he’ II use it to take 
the subway to somewhere he can get a shower. The guy curses at me calling 
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me a scumbag for giving him a fake quarter. He tosses it back at me and I 
catch it. I see that it is in fact a steel washer. I'm filled with remorse and 
apologize profusely and try to give him all the change in my pocket, but he 
just wants to stand there yelling at me. A circle of gawkers is gathering 
around me and the guy is trying to rile them up. " 'Rockefeller' here thought 
it would be funny to slip me a counterfeit coin! He's got more money than 
God and I haven't got a pot t'piss in and he thinks it's funny!" 


Some of the crowd, which is now about twenty people, are going for his 
malarkey, but not most of them. I'm obviously just a poor as shit hippie, not 
some well off guy in a suit. I say, "Do you want the money or not?" He just 
glares at me and stalks off. 


I wake 


7/25/2019 
Very disturbing dream. 


I get up in the morning and head out to get something at the CVS. As I 
walk down the block things look less and less familiar and I soon realize that 
I am totally lost. I look back and don't recognize the street I just walked 
down. The buildings look either too sharp cornered of too rounded. I am 
having the distinct sensation that something has gone wrong with my brain 
and I become terribly frightened. 


There is a coppery taste in my mouth. 
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7/27/2019 


A local elementary school was having a charity event at which they were 
selling fireworks from a student run store. You could only get little things 
like sparklers, firecrackers and bottle rockets directly there. If you wanted 
anything bigger, you could order it and have it in a few hours. I bought a big 
package of firecrackers and I ordered a bunch more stuff including some 
cherry bombs, Roman Candles, large hobby rocket motors and a little 
firecracker powered pipe organ. 


People who had ordered stuff were supposed to come back after lunch 
when the truck would be here. I was back in the afternoon and the truck was 
being unloaded, but the guy who was directing the unloading, a fellow 
named George who was my boss at a restaurant job decades ago, was not 
actually distributing the fireworks, but dispatching them to the school store 
where the orders were supposed to be given to the customers. 


I went to the store and they had only a part of my order, some middle sized 
sky rockets and a few Roman candles. They also tried to give me a big bag 
of black snakes that I hadn't ordered. The kid handing out stuff apologized 
and said that the rest might still be on the truck. I heaved a sigh and walked 
back toward the truck. I noticed as I crossed the baseball field to get there 
that there were fireworks strewn all about and I spotted one of the rocket 
motors I had ordered, but it had been stepped on and the casing broken. 
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I got to the truck and asked George what had happened. He looked pretty 
tense, clearly overwhelmed by his job. He said "You got your stuff. Why 
don't you just go home?" 


I was annoyed and went to see his boss who turned out to be a black cat 
that lived in a treehouse just off school grounds. The cat had a voice a little 
like Alan Rickman and he was very sympathetic. "You're not the first to 
come to me with this problem" he said, "George has personal problems that 
make it hard for him to be organized. Go back to the store and your order 
will be ready." He took the bag of black snakes. "Here is something to help 
make up for the trouble." He gave me a little box that contained some savory 
crackers and some tiny, but very sweet crab apples that I noshed on them on 
the way back to the store. 


There were a lot of kids setting off fireworks in the field on my way back. 
The dream faded as I approached the school store. 


It suddenly struck me as I was waking that "Black Cat" was the name of a 
popular brand of fire crackers. 


8/3/2019 


I am at a party of great drunken debauchery, but not for me. I came with a 
girlfriend who only wanted to show up to see some friends and I am 
supposed to behave myself and take care of her cute, but mischievous 
dachshund. The girlfriend is really someone who was once my girlfriend, but 
in real life she never had a dog. 


So anyway I am at what amounts to an orgy, but I'm not allowed to touch 
any women, but I figure it is ok to indulge in a bit of harmless flirtation to 
give a little boost to my masculine ego. 

The dog keeps running away and I have to go find it and bring it back to 


where I was. On one of those occasions I encounter a beautiful brunette with 
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whom I get into a pleasant session of sexual banter. Nothing was happening, 
nothing was going to happen. It was just play. 


The dachshund kept squirming and I tried to hold him still by pressing 
down on his back so I could concentrate on the charming woman. I realize 
after a short time that the dog is no longer moving. That is because I have 
held him down in a punch bowl and he has drowned. 


The true horror of my situation is starting to dawn on me when some guy 
in the parking lot revs his engine and I wake. 


8/4/2019 


Iam in my 20s. 


I went to see a friend who lived a couple of towns over in a place that was 
inhabited by self described "regular, decent Christian people". They were all 
white and married with kids, even people in their early 20s would be married 
and have a couple of babies. 
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To get to my friend's house I had to go to a place at the end of Skillder 
Street where there was this apparently abandoned industrial site where there 
was a half torn down two story concrete building. The rest of the site was a 
depression in the ground with a huge slab of concrete at the bottom that was 
strewn with rubble. I had to go across this site to get to the house. The site 
was surrounded with cyclone fencing that was damaged or knocked over in 
many places and thus ineffectual. I was warned that there would be snakes 
here, but I didn't see any. 


The house, like many of the places inhabited by my friends when I was 
young, had several people living there, all of whom I knew, some for many 
years and like many of those residences it had been given its own name. This 
house was called "Clarion Hill". 


I don't remember exactly what transpired with my friend who I had come 
to see aside from that I did see and speak with him. I had brought my laptop 
(even though such things did not exist when I was that age) and I remember 
that some of what we did had to do with that. 


Later as I was preparing to leave I notice one of the room mates, a tall, 
lean blonde girl who I had known for some time but for whatever reason I 
had never paid much attention to. She was wearing cut off shorts and a halter 
top and was sitting in a corner reading. It struck me that she was really quite 
attractive and I went over to say a few words before I left. Before long we 
were chatting and smiling and she was enjoying the attention I was paying 
her. I put my hand on the bare skin of one of her long legs and looked down 
admiringly when I noticed that for a tall girl, she had rather small dainty 
feet. I slid down and took both of her feet in my hands and impulsively 
started kissing them causing her to giggle and blush, but not pull away. I 
then saw that she had six toes on her right foot, all perfectly formed and she 
wore a little silver ring on the third one. On her left foot she had seven toes. 
"I never knew you were polydactyl!" 


"I guess you never looked very hard before!" She laughed. 


There seemed like a good chance that this could get very cozy, but for 
whatever reason, I had to go. I told her I would call and we could go do 
something or just have some fun at home. She sounded quite amenable. 


I was walking back through the town when I realized that I had left my 
laptop at the house! I swore at my own stupidity, but I had to turn around to 
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go get it. I had already walked a mile so when I turned around, I stuck my 
thumb out to hitch a ride and a car pulled up immediately. I got in there was 
a man and a woman and two kids, a boy around 15 and a girl around 12. 


"T really appreciate you stopping for me!" I said. 


"Well, we're regular, decent, Christian people. It's what we do." said the 
woman. 


I didn't know the street address of the house, so I had them bring me to the 
end of Skillder Street where the ruin of the factory was. 


I was walking across the big concrete slab when I suddenly woke up. 


8/25/2019 


Somehow I have become a student at Harvard University. No one is more 
surprised by this turn of events than me. 


Harvard is located somewhere in Western Mass on a piece of land that 
exactly matches the topography of Brandeis University, but it is definitely 
Harvard. 


I am studying zoology and alchemy. I go home every weekend via a bullet 
train. On one Friday I have kidnapped a small boy, maybe six years old. He 
has a huge mop of curly blonde hair. To get him off campus I have rolled 
him up in a sleeping bag with just his head sticking out so he can breathe 
and have him checked as luggage. 


I don't know for sure why I have kidnapped the lad. It wasn't for sexual 
abuse or ransom. I believe it is my intention to raise him as my own son. The 
boy is stoic and quiet about his situation and doesn't complain a lot. It takes 
the bullet train six hours to get the three thousand miles from Western mass 
to Watertown. I take my bag and the boy home. The boy says gleefully that 
he has peed and pooped and when I unroll the sleeping bag I see that he 
indeed has. I put him into a warm bath. He dissolves like he was made of 
sugar. 


I wake. 
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9/13/2019 


I am the observer of some sort of “Utopian” colony that is on an island. 
The weather on the island is nice, but the colony is entirely indoors. 


People arrive in boats and are immediately stripped of their clothing and 
possessions and then led off to the huge main building. Everyone in the 
colony is completely nude. Not just free of clothing, but watches and jewelry 
as well. This does not seem to be for any high minded idea of being natural, 
the inherent beauty of all people, sexual freedom or an all equal under their 
clothing kind of thing, but merely a measure to prevent the smuggling of 
contraband. 


Everyone has been issued a device that is sort of like a circuit board that 
things can be plugged into. It is about 5 x 7 inches and the edges are slightly 
turned up giving it the appearance of a small tray. Upon arriving at the 
building, each colonist plugs a wire that dangles from the ceiling of the huge 
open building into his or her tray which allows the tray to speak to them. 


Dr. Hyde is the director of the colony and he monitors it from the outside 
in a separate building. He is clothed in the manner of a 19th century British 
explorer in khaki and a pith helmet and mid calf length leather boots. 


Dr. Hyde is answerable to the outside world concerning the doings in the 
colony. At one point he is on television showing how he has busted someone 
for smoking cigarettes in the colony. The film looks fake and the situation 
must be a setup because there is no way anyone could smuggle a pack of 
smokes in. The offender is shown being vaporized by a ray from the ceiling 
seconds after he lights up. 


It is stressed again and again that these people are here voluntarily and 
believe strongly in the colony's goals (which are never clear) and there are 
many filmed interviews with colonists who talk about how much they love it 
there. 


It fades. 
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9/28/2019 


I'm working at a college. It is a good way from where I live. I get back and 
forth from there with a car service of self driving cars. 


The place is super modern with up to the minute everything. In particular 
the student cafeteria can make absolutely anything. Everyone gets around 
the large campus on little electric vehicles a bit like segways but you sit 
down to drive them. 


Apparently my job there is that I teach sort of an atheist Sunday school. 


There is an area sort of like a print shop or a repro department, but the 
main thing they do is make the odd x-ray like images of people's hands that 
show the blood vessels and nerves as well as the bones and are in full color. 
I get one made as a gift for my mother. 


The process of paying for it was elaborate as it was billed by how much 
thought was put into the job and how much discussion with and among the 
staff was involved. Some of the images were considered "adult only" content 
although I could not tell the difference. The "adult" images were packaged in 
an envelope with a broad red ribbon, the regular ones with a broad blue 
ribbon. Apparently the one I had made for my mom fell into that category 
evoking a smirk from the counter person. It took them a long time to figure 
out the cost. While they were working on it I was going through a giant 
sized book of newspaper comics and found a Thimble Theater page that 
seemed like it had an appropriate message for my class. (In real life my 
brother recently sent me a giant sized book of old newspaper comics, but 
that book did not contain any Thimble Theater). 


I was on my way home in the robot car with another staff member who 
was in a front seat tattooing his own feet with a decorative pattern. I was in 
the back and I was tearing out the Thimble Theater page in which Popeye 
was saying something pithy to Wimpy. I simply cannot remember what the 
gag was, but it seemed perfect for atheist Sunday school. I realized that I 
wanted the page dry mounted which I could get done back at the college, but 
I couldn't make the car turn around with this other guy with me. 


I was awakened by a noise in the parking lot. 
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It struck me only after waking that all of the people in this dream were 
black. I don't know if that was including me or not. 


10/2/2019 


There were three of us. We were sent to investigate a planet inhabited by 
human beings. I believe that we were created especially to perform this 
mission. I had no sense of any existence before the mission. We were spies I 
suppose. Our leader was a blonde woman. I don't have a strong sense of 
what I or the third person was like. We both followed the lead of the blonde. 


We had a single piece of equipment that was made up of three joined 
boxes. It had odd geometry. Perhaps it was of a higher dimension. I'm not 
really sure. Sometimes it was pocket sized, sometimes it was as big as a 
house and in fact served that purpose. 


The planet was mostly sandy desert or prairie dotted with small towns. It 
seemed to be the Depression era West. We didn't actually blend in with the 
inhabitants all that well, we were obviously different but they weren't 
particularly bothered by us. We would show them the device and how it 
could change size and that would entertain them. The blonde women would 
do a trick where she would walk into the device and would exit twice the 
size as a giantess and then would go back in and then exit as a dwarf and 
then go back in and return normal sized. She would also do the trick with 
quick changes to a number of costumes. This would amuse them greatly. 


I was concerned that we had not reported back since we had arrived. The 
woman told me that was her worry, not mine and I dismissed it from my 


mind. My part of the mission would come later she said. 


The dream faded. 
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10/3/2019 
This is very incomplete, but the part that I can remember is worthy of note. 


I found a box of strange vacuum tubes, mostly pretty large ones. One had a 
structure inside of it that was reminiscent of a weeping willow tree, but all 
metal with glowing filaments at the end of every branch. In spite of the tubes 
all being loose in a box, somehow they were all powered up, warm and 
glowing. There was one that had something like a waterfall inside of it, 
actually more like the churning atmosphere of Jupiter, but in black and 
silver, but in the dream I thought of it as a waterfall. Another had something 
like a pinball game going on inside of it, but I wasn't playing it, it was 
playing itself. The bumpers all had clown faces. 


That's all I remember. 


10/14/2019 


I had a male roommate, and another female roommate. 


The female roommate was in charge. She wore a black, skintight cat suit that 
had a hood with ears and a mask very similar to Miss Fury. It was so tight, 
thin and form fitting that it seemed like a layer of paint. No detail of her 
figure was left to the imagination. I know that she and I had sex 
occasionally, but it never actually happened in the dream. I think she also 
had sex with the male roommate, but again it never happened in the dream. 
Sometimes she didn't wear the cat suit and would be nude, but the hood and 
mask never came off. 
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We lived in a place by the sea in an apartment with only two rooms that 
were at opposite ends of a long hallway. One was a bedroom and the other 
was a living room in which there were two different stereos that were on all 
the time playing two different records at the same time. 


There were two hamsters that we kept as pets. They got away. It was my 
fault that they got away although I cannot remember specifically how I 
allowed it to happen. 


The bedroom was being renovated and there was debris everywhere. I 
thought that the hamsters might be in there somewhere because there were a 
lot of places to hide. The Cat Lady insisted that I find them. The male 
roommate looked at me like he knew I was in serious trouble. 


I turned everything over in the room and looked for places where they might 
have escaped into the wall. I found a few hamster turds, but nothing else so 
the Cat Lady told me I had to go spend the night in the alley with the 
garbage cans. 
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I took a kitchen chair with me and went to sit in the alley with the garbage 
cans. I was sitting there feeling sorry for myself when I saw the two 
hamsters on the lid of one of the cans. They were greasy and dirty, but they 
looked happy to be free. I took some pics with my phone to prove I had 
found them. 


Other animals started to show up in the alley, a giant cicada the size of a cat, 
some tiny dogs smaller than the hamsters, a cat that wasn't unusual in any 
particular way. I saw Frankenstein's monster, the '30s movie version, 
standing at the entrance to the alley. 


I woke 
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10/18/2019 


I am a teenage boy. I seem to be European, German, Dutch, 
Scandinavian. Something northern. It 1s the mid1800s. I am a tradesman's 
apprentice although I am vague about exactly what trade. Something highly 
skilled. Maybe musical instrument or watchmaking. 


I am in love with a girl in the town, a buxom blonde. She has kind of a 
Princess Leia hairstyle. She is the daughter of a grocer who I visit for my 
master's food. She barely knows I exist. 


I make a toy as a present to impress the girl. It is sort of a magic trick. It is 
a Shallow wooden box with puppet figures of a farmer and a chicken. Right 
side up the farmer holds the chicken, but turn it upside down and he has 
beheaded the chicken with a hatchet! It makes the girl laugh, but her father 
won't allow her to keep it. I go home dejected. 


10/30/2019 


This was a lengthy and detailed narrative dream. I don't remember a lot of 
it, but what I do remember is interesting. 


It started out being mostly about me building a cigar box instrument which 
is something I do in my waking life, but in the dream I was getting very 
technically advanced and experimental. At one point I had a horrible failure 
attempting to apply a plexiglass fingerboard to a neck by melting it on with a 
blow torch. There were other things like putting tuners at both ends of the 
strings and constructing tiny labyrinths the purpose of which I do not now 
know. 


The situation morphed into one where I was working as a movie set dresser 
on Raiders of the Lost Ark building lots of pseudo Egyptian props. I struck 
up a friendship with another guy on the crew. He was all kinds of crazy in 
love with the girl who came around once a week to hand out the paychecks, 
but was distraught because our part of the work on the show would be 
ending soon and he didn't know when he would see her again because 
apparently she barely knew he existed. 
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Our work on the show did finally come to an end and on the final day the 
girl came around with the checks he finally asked her out. 


Later I am working on another film with the same guy. It's the one where 
Bill Clinton and Al Gore have been cast as action heroes who overthrow a 
drug kingpin in Hong Kong. Clinton puts in sort of a Shatneresque 
performance. Gore has pretty limited acting ability, his line delivery is 
reminiscent of a footballer selling razor blades, but he does the martial arts 
stuff pretty well. Me and my friend are mostly making easily breakable 
interior sets and there are a lot of them so we are busy. He married the 
paycheck girl and now they have five kids. 


At one point I am out on the street and everyone is getting around on noisy 
gas powered unicycles, but I don't have one myself. 


The dream fades. 


11/2/2019 


Earth was controlled by malign aliens who had enslaved our minds. People 
who were working in offices were actually parts of machines that served to 
benefit the aliens but in no way served ourselves. Something went wrong at 
my office and we who worked there became aware of our real place in the 
world and determined to get free before it was discovered that our awareness 
had changed. 


We were discovered by another awake cell who invited us to dinner to 
discuss plans for the future. We set out in one of our cars but kept being 
stopped by one person or another with the result being that one of our 
number always ended up being left behind. We stopped at a chicken wing 
stand at my urging because the wings smelled so good and I had to get some. 
I did and they were wonderful but when I looked up the car had left without 
me. I noticed that the chicken wings were wrapped in sheets of sheet music 
that it had been my job to print at the office. 


I woke. 
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11/5/2019 


I have a job in a big corporation that has a huge and ultra modern business 
campus. I'm well paid, but I don't really know what I am supposed to be 
doing. There is a huge TV screen in the middle of the floor that is constantly 
showing videos about being a good team member. Everyone has a colored 
badge. Once in a while a diagram will flash on the TV screen to indicate that 
all team members with a certain badge color need to move to an indicated 
sector of the building. 


I'm talking to other workers and some of them also admit that they are not 
sure what they are supposed to be doing. 


At one point I am in the studio where the videos are being made. I get 
scolded for walking through a shot. 
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On a lunch break I am at a table with another guy and I notice in the 
comer of the room that there is a hole in the floor and I can see very far 
down, like hundreds of feet. I can just make out a man at a desk way down 
there. I point it out to the guy I'm with. He looks and laughs. Then he pisses 
into a water pitcher and dumps it down the hole. In a few seconds we hear 
the guy yell. "Hey! They noticed me!" 


11/8/2019 


I am dining at the home of a friend. Their perfectly adorable 5 year old 
daughter introduces me to her pet turtle and informs me that he is named 
The great people's hero Yuri Gagarin. I smile and stroke the little creature's 
shell and I say “Hello Yuri Gagarin!” 


The little girl frowns. "The Great People's Hero Yuri Gagarin!" she 
solemnly corrects. 


11/13/2019 


It is sometime in the '90s. I am having breakfast at a diner in Harvard 
Square. It never existed in the real world, but in the dream it is at the site of 
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the Radio Shack. It is run by a friendly and attractive blonde woman who 
appears to be in early middle age. 


Also in the diner is a guy I know who is prone to wild schemes and his 
thing today is that he is going around petitioning to get this guy we know, a 
hippy magician called Amazing Epstein on the ballot for mayor. It's a bit of 
a silly effort for a number of reasons not the least of which is that mayor of 
Cambridge is a purely ceremonial position. 


I have never cared much for Epstein. He's a pseudointellectual poseur who 
never buys a round and despite the fact his actual name is Joel, he insists that 
people call him "Amazing" even in casual conversation. I thought the guy 
promoting him for mayor more or less felt the same way, so I assume he has 
something up his sleeve because he usually does. 


The way he is taking this petition is by going around with a cardboard 
ballot box on a strap around his neck. It has "Balot Bocks" written 
illiterately on it like something out of a Pogo comic strip. I decide it would 
be fun to screw with his plan because I'm bored, I dislike Epstein and I'm a 
bit of an asshole. I tell the woman who runs the diner that I'll give her twenty 
bucks to distract the guy for a few minutes so I can make off with the ballot 
box. She does, buy involving him in a game of three card monte. 


I take the box to the men's room and replace all the ballots for Epstein with 
ones that say "Ronald Reagan" and slip it back onto the counter next to him. 


St 


I later go by the woman's house to pay her and find her in the bathtub 
which is a bit of a treat. I put the twenty dollar bill on the sink and we end up 
talking about old monster movies. 


The dream fades. 


11/15/2019 


It is unclear if it was given to me or if I made it, but I have a device that is 
made from a large animal's bladder or some sort of membrane. It's definitely 
not "skin" in any case. Thin, semi-transparent, parchment-like. The 
membrane has been stretched over a hoop of wood that is about eighteen 
inches in diameter. It is supported on a tripod of wood and it has a rod also 
of wood attached at one point on the hoop that is about 20 inches long and at 
the end opposite the stretched membrane is supported a lens carved and 
polished from very light colored and transparent amber. One third of the way 
between the lens and the membrane is a second, smaller hoop of wood, but 
this one has no membrane, but rather a grid formed of single hairs thin 
enough to be barely visible. I intuitively know that it is important that no 
part of this device is made of glass, stone or metal, that all of its parts have 
an origin in living things. 
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I can adjust the device to point the lens at various things and an image will 
appear of it on the membrane. I have a soft brush that looks a bit like a 
shaving brush, but with a longer handle carved from bone. With it I brush 
parts of the stretched membrane and wherever the brush touches the surface, 
branching fractal images appear. I feel like this would be a powerful tool in 
the right hands, but I myself have no comprehension of its actual purpose. I 
am merely playing with it. 


11/25/2019 


I have conned my way into a research job at Harvard. There is an outpost 
they maintain in some inaccessible place, I think another universe, but it is 
firmly attached to our world. 


The place is like a regular house, but one wing, a couple of rooms is in the 
other place. The part of the house that is in our world 1s in the middle of the 
pine woods in the far north and we only get supplies every two weeks or so, 
otherwise we are completely on our own. We are often snowbound and then 
supply drop offs can be even farther apart. The outpost had been maintained 
by one female grad student until I came along. She had been perfectly happy 
on her own doing the science of studying the other world and leading an 
active social life on the internet. She was 26 years old and she had a small 
dog named Dudley. 


Dudley was sort of chihuahua-like, but not overly skinny and didn't do that 
nervous shaking thing. Thankfully he wasn't overly yappy either, but he 
didn't really care for me and wouldn't let me touch him. (In real life, it is 
unusual for dogs to dislike me) He would come and just stare at me for long 
periods and growl whenever I moved. The woman had a name but I cannot 
remember it. She did her best to be helpful and friendly, but it was pretty 
obvious that she would be happier if she had the place to herself. She made 
the decision that we would work opposite shifts. Her from 11 am to 2 am, 
me from 12 am to 2pm so there was only a bit of overlap when both of us 
were in the outpost part of the house. When she was off shift, she was 
mostly in her room chatting with friends or doing whatever on the Internet or 
sleeping. 
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I took on the job of cooking meals which mostly involved opening cans 
brought by the supply truck and heating them up on a gas range. For some 
reason all of the pots and pans had holes in them and I had to improvise 
patches for before I could use them. The patches always seemed to last for 
only a single use. 


The woman did a television show, sort of a popular report about the 
world we were studying. She would transform from her normally shy and 
studious self into a TV personality, attractive and witty rather resembling 
Kari Byron from Mythbusters. I was only incidentally part of these 
presentations seen in the background occasionally. I learned more or less by 
accident that she was also a sexy Internet cam girl in her spare time, but I 
never let her know that I had found that out. I would watch her masturbate 
on camera and would send her big tips to see just how dirty I could get her to 
behave. There didn’t seem to be a limit. I usually wasn’t super turned on by 
her performance except for when I would get her to dance in the nude. Then 
I was transfixed and very aroused. The dog would watch me watching her. 
In spite of the fact that this was an act she did for public consumption, I still 
somehow felt like I was spying on her. I never attempted to get close to her 
in our regular lives. 


I don't have much recollection about the other world that part of the 
house was located in except that it was summer there and the notable fauna 
was giant snakes that mostly ignored us when we went out to take 
measurements and samples. 


One thing was that we could order almost *any* supplies and get them 
without any serious questions being asked. It was only after waking that I 
wondered why I had never ordered new kitchen ware. Out of boredom 
mostly I started requisitioning increasingly exotic things, some of them 
made up in fact, but they would always be on the next truck. I once asked for 
a "quantum spectroscope" which was a name I simply made up, but they 
sent me one. I was only mildly questioned when I ordered a quantity of soil 
imbued with a rare radioactive isotope. I was told it would be late, but that 
too I got eventually. It was during a phone call about this that my alarm went 
off and I woke. 
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12/6/2019 


I work for an odd company that employs people who have lived past lives 
and will live future ones. The person who runs it is an attractive blonde 
woman of middle years who has a German accent named Melissa. She is 
played by an approximately 50 year old Helen Mirren. She briefs me every 
morning about my responsibilities for the day. I do not remember what my 
exact responsibilities were. One interesting thing is that she had a toilet in 
the middle of her office. 


There is a bright and cute young Asian woman with a pixie cut who is her 
assistant. Curiously, she never refers to Melissa by name, always as “The 
German Woman”. It is always “The German woman wants to see you” or 
“That would interest the German woman.” Everyone else knows her as and 
calls her Melissa. 


I am interviewing two different people over a couple of days. One of them 
is a woman who I find very attractive and the feeling seems to be mutual. 
We were both knights in medieval times. We spend a lot of time smoking 
cigarettes together and flirting. The other is this guy who is an adventurer in 
the future at a time when the seas are rising and covering big tracts of land. 
He has written a book about his work in the service of a European politician 
in the rapidly shrinking archipelago that was once Belgium. It is very James 
Bond like. The guy seems to be Nathan Fillion about the age he was at the 
time he was in Firefly. 


The assistant tells me that the German woman has heard that I have been 
smoking in the office and is angry about it. I go to her office to talk to her 
about it but she isn’t there. In a panic I try to flush all of my cigarettes down 
the toilet, but it clogs and overflows all over the office. 


a) 


I am awakened by my alarm. 


I quit smoking many years ago. This is the first remembered dream I have had in a 
very long time in which cigarettes feature prominently. 


12/16/2019 


I am in an elevator. I believe that I am alone, but I become aware of a 
woman standing directly behind me. I can smell her. It's not perfume. More 
like scented soap and a general redolence of female. She says "Don't turn 
around." I obey and continue to look ahead. She reaches around and lays a 
hand on my lower abdomen right where my bladder is located applying light 
pressure. She says "Time is only controlled by the wise." 


Now I am with my brother Simon in our mother's living room in the '70s. 
Simon is putting together a peculiar item he intends to sell. It consists of a 
DVD ina blank case and a pair of bright blue leather women's high heels. 
He has put together several of these packages and seems certain that they 
will sell and that he can ask a lot of money for them. 


Various people show up to purchase them, both men and women. Mostly 
social outsider types. A skinny guy with a mohawk has bought one. He sits 
down and puts on the shoes and is transformed. He has become a beautiful 
dark haired woman with a slightly Mediterranean look. She is about five foot 
three with a perfect, figure that isn't exaggerated in any way. She is also 
entirely nude save for the bright blue heels. She thanks Simon profusely who 
barely acknowledges it because he is counting a big wad of cash he got for 
the package. She picks up the DVD and leaves, still completely nude. 


This happens a few more times with various people. A plump comics fan 
girl, a gamer kid maybe about 16 years old, a skeevy guy who looks and 
smells like he might live under a bridge, and a few others. They are all 
transformed into a version of the same woman although they are also clearly 
individuals. Each leaves confidently walking naked into the world. 


The women do seem very sexual, but I never see them actually acting 
provocative. They are serene and seem almost Buddha-like. I somehow 
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know that they are able to move effortlessly through society in spite of their 
nudity, that most people don't see them as I do. They command odd powers 
that allow them to pass through time and space. 


Simon has hired one of them to fetch comic books from the past for him. 
She wants to use her powers to save the world. He somehow has convinced 
her that doing this will further that goal. 


I wake because I have to pee. 


12/21/2019 


I travel to visit a friend, I believe in New Jersey. He is a guy who I spent 
some time with as a teen but has now passed away, but in the dream he is 
still alive. 


To get to where he lives I must take a train, but there is a break in the line, 
not like something is broken, but more like the plans were screwed up about 
how to make the tracks meet up. They just kind of stop about a half mile 
from each other and in order to get from one to the other I must cross a 
shallow creek, walk through a car wrecking yard, climb over a stone wall 
and finally climb a half made bridge that the other train is waiting on. 

When I get to my friend's place I discover that he has created a not very 
good comic book with us as characters. It is nothing but a bunch of gags 
about dope and bodily functions and ha has added a character of this ugly 
girl, he face is actually physically deformed ugly, who has a pin-up girl 
body. Her only gag is that she is always trying to get various guys to date 
her. It's all eye-rollingly predictable and dumb, but my friend wants me to 
work on the comic with him and in particular a set of trading cards based on 
the comic. 


I decide to help, mostly with layout and setup for reproduction, but the 
process is annoying because he keeps changing his mind about how many 
cards there should be, if they should just be character cards or they should 
tell a story, what they should have on the back and what shape they should 
even be. He finally settles on round, "because they will stand out from the 
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crowd" he says. He also wants to make a card that inflates into a puffy 
sculpture of the characters. He does in fact have the money to make this 
happen. We set to work doing it and even after the artwork has gone to the 
printer he wants to make changes and we have the printers start all over 
again. 


Finally the project is complete and my friend is deliriously happy. He 
wants to give me a pile of sets of cards to distribute, but I tell him I don't 
have room in my bag and he should just ship them. 


I get back on the train and ride it back to the break in the line, but when I 
am climbing over the wall I find a group of people having a ceremony for 
some obscure religion on top of it. It involved face painting and cats. I have 
no choice but to climb the wall or I will miss my train so I climb even 
though the celebrants are majorly put out and call me names as I crawl 
across their alter knocking items over and inadvertently feeling up the young 
woman who is performing the ceremony. They chase me as I run toward the 
bridge where the train awaits. It just now occurs to me that I have to cross 
the same obstacles in the same order no matter what direction I am going. I 
get to the half bridge with the cult members behind me, but they do not 
follow me when I start climbing. 


I am just about to get on the train when my alarm goes off. 


1/1/2020 


I am in the public library. There is an older woman sitting in a chair near me. 
She is only partially dressed from the waist down. She has no dress or 
panties, but stockings and garters. She has thick black pubic hair. Neither I 
nor anyone else seems to think that is strange. She is sewing a quilt in 
mostly gray cloth with a pattern of swastikas. 
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1/3/2020 
Semi-lucid dream. 


I am in the Dream World. That is how I think of where I am. I don't recall 
seeing too much of my surroundings, but I am braiding together twine and 
rope to construct a body for myself. My skeleton is of heavy, stiff, but still 
flexible jute, my soft parts of various weights of hemp. My skin was a tight 
weave of cotton twine resulting in sort of a rag doll kind of look. 


I was in the body as I was making it and made several alterations as I 
went. For instance I decided that it was going to be taller and leaner than my 
flesh body. 


I was certain that I was going to wake into the world as a rope man, a 
weird new kind of being like something out of OZ. I gave myself an 
accessory, a shiny stainless steel ball about eight inches in diameter that I 
carried in a woven hemp bag. It was quite heavy, but I didn't mind the 
weight and I was certain that it was something I was going to need. 


I prepared all of my parts carefully, certain that I would be living my life 
in the waking world as a rope man. I was actually a little surprised to wake 
and discover that I was still made of flesh and bone. 
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1/10/2020 


ae 


I have apparently led a strange and complicated life for I have a peculiar 
set of lifelong friends who I have reconnected with for the first time in many 
years on the occasion of the funeral of yet another old mutual friend (a guy 
named Robert Robert who was a famous actor) in Philadelphia. They are 
Linda, an ex-wife (#2 of 3 who was also at one point married to Robert who 
we just had buried), Monkey, a large monkey who looks like a man in a 
monkey suit. Everybody suspects that he actually *is* a man in a monkey 
suit, but we all love him and cooperate with the charade, A man sized green 
parrot who's name I cannot now remember, Chris Whithers (an eight-year- 
old boy even though I have known him for 40 years) and The Cowardly 
Lion. I know the complete and detailed backstory of my relationship with 
each of them. 


Although we are sad over the loss of our friend, we are also rejoicing in 
being in one another's company again. We decide to go out to dinner 
together to a place that Cowardly Lion, who actually lives in Philly, says is 
great. 


In the cab on the way to the restaurant I mention to Linda that I am 
planning to remarry my first wife after a separation of over 30 years. Linda 
is very surprised and says "She won't like that you and J are still friends!" 
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"What? Livia loves you!" 


"Maybe, but our affair caused the breakup of your marriage with her!" 


I snort. "That was *forever* ago! It was a different life, a different world! 
After we are settled in the new place, you should come see us." 


She remains skeptical as we arrive at our destination. 


We show up without a reservation and the place is crowded and we have 
to wait. Chris starts ordering drinks from the bar. Linda whispers to me that 
she hopes we get a table soon because Chris can be a mean drunk. We 
finally are all seated at a table that is sort of half booth, a long padded bench 
that runs along a wall that has a table with chairs in front of it. I take a seat 
on the bench with Monkey next to me and the rest take chairs at the table. 


Seated next to us is a table full of rowdy young Filipino gang members the 
one right next to me is short and a bit greasy looking and has three gold 
teeth. I and my friends are trying to reminisce about old times, but the 
gangsters are being loud, foul-mouthed and generally a pain in the ass. I ask 
the guy next to me if he can get them to bring it down a notch or two. "How 
much will you pay me?" He asks" 


"I won't *pay* you anything. You are in public and you should have 
respect for your fellow diners." 


The guy thinks he is going to have a little fun with me. "Respect isn't free, 
mister." He grins at me showing the gold teeth. 


I'm thinking screw this and decide to ask the headwaiter to get us a 
different table. I end up in a long discussion with him about how the place is 
crowded and we might have to wait up to a half hour for a different table, 
but he implies that for a price he might throw the gang out. I am seriously 
considering giving him fifty bucks to get rid of them just so I can enjoy a 
congenial meal with my friends when my alarm goes off. 
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1/18/2020 


I am waiting in line to use a copy machine at a convenience store. I have 
made a drawing that I want to try several color schemes with. The guy 
waiting behind me looks familiar. I realize that he is Henry Winkler, but his 
style has completely altered. He is wearing a leather jacket over a plaid 
flannel shirt, not the Fonzie style, more like a vintage bomber jacket and he 
has his hair in a classic crew cut. He is sporting a longish beard that is dyed 
lavender. 


I say to him, "Cool new look, Henry! Is that for a part?" 
"No, just trying something." 
"Well, looking good!" 


It drifts away. 


1/26/2020 


I am visiting another city and I am in line at a place where some sort of 
game is played. It might be laser tag or an escape room or something else, 
I'm not sure. The other people in line with me are all black or Latino 
teenagers. They are all babbling nonstop and I can't understand any of them, 
even the ones who are speaking English. 


A former boss of mine (who in my mind is actress Allison Janney or at 
least Allison Janney plays her part) has recommended this place so I decided 
to check it out. She had given me her paperwork from her visit because it 
had the address of the place printed on it as well as the price I would be 
expected to pay to play. 
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The person running the place is a big blonde woman who is in a little 
ticket booth type of enclosure with a glass window with a hole she can talk 
through and a space that money and tickets can be passed through. She is 
pretty plump and barely fits in the booth. She is admitting players in groups 
of five each and there seems to be a wait of about ten minutes between 
groups. 


I realize that I need to use the bathroom and I ask the woman in the booth 
where it is. "Toilets are on the inside." she replies. She has just admitted a 
group and I would be in the next one, but that was ten minutes away and I 
wasn't sure I could hold it that long. 


"Is it possible I could just go in to use it?" 
"Ya can't go in without a ticket." 
"T'll buy a ticket." 


"You can get one when your group goes in." She sees the paperwork in my 
hand. "Hey, you already have a ticket!" 


I look at the paperwork in my hand and see that it is my boss' ticket from 
three years ago. She had never even used it! I didn't waste time wondering 
why she had recommended the place even though she had never gone in, I 
just handed the ticket to the gate keeper and rushed in. 


The bathroom was like a stone cell. There were no sinks or sit down 
booths with doors, just two mortared stone urinals mounted on opposite 
walls. I rush over to one of them to use it. The sound of a raucous game is 
filtering through the wall. 


I wake. Surprisingly, I do not have a pressing need to go to the bathroom. 
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2/5/2020 


I am an urban planner. I am at this huge conference on urban planning. 
What is going on in the world of people who plan the future of cities. The 
featured person at this conference was the world's most famous architect 
who is being played by Marlon Brando or he *is* Marlon Brando, but he's a 
world famous architect rather than a world famous actor. I'm kind of a 
nobody here and I am given the job of refurbishing these antique display 
cases. I don't even know what they are intended to display. they are cylinder 
shaped with several levels. Beautifully carved wood with glass windows 
each about four feet high. I'm not doing anything to the outside, but I am 
repainting the wood on the inside a light purple and replacing little dark 
leather cushions inside with new ones of lighter leather. 


We all wear a uniform although it doesn't look like a uniform if you see 
one of us alone, but when there is a group of us it is obvious that we are all 
dressed the same. It basically consists of a thin, light blue sleeveless pullover 
shirt, more or less kind of a tank top and a pair of mid thigh length cargo 
shorts and a pair of low cut black sneakers. There is an orange and white 
pullover sweater that can be worn if you are chilly. 


Everyone at the conference has meals together in a huge dining hall. Each 
of us has our own chair that we carry with us so the dining hall is filled with 
long tables, but no chairs because we are all bringing our own. I am going 
into the hall for lunch and I see Marlon Brando seated near the end of one of 
the big tables alone. Seeing the opportunity to talk to him I go over and 
place my chair opposite his and we start talking. 


His whole theory about urban planning involves walling off different parts 
of cities that are zoned for different thing so that shopping districts are 
walled off from light industry districts which are in their turn walled off 
from residential areas, etc., etc. with gates that people and traffic must pass 
through to get from one district to the next. The idea is that during the day 
people from the maintenance sector can freely service the residential areas 
and during the night they can service the businesses. Marlon Brando 
considers it very progressive as does most of the world. 
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I am telling Mr. Brando that what is happening by instituting this sort of 
urban engineering is that many historic buildings and neighborhoods get 
wiped out and everything ends up looking the same. I am waking up as I am 
saying this, actually speaking out loud as I am becoming conscious, but it is 
hard to speak because my mouth is very dry. I have apparently been 
breathing through my mouth for hours. I am in that state where I am vaguely 
aware that I have been dreaming, but I also really want to finish the 
conversation. 


After I have awakened I start thinking about the city of Rome. It has been 
inhabited for thousands of years and has several historic buildings that have 
neither been demolished, restored or repurposed like the Coliseum and the 
Pantheon. I find myself wondering why when Christianity took over Europe 
why these artifacts were allowed to persist rather than be wiped away and I 
wanted to hear Marlon Brando's answer to that question. 


2/9/2020 


I am a mouse. I live in what is for me a large apartment about the size of a 
refrigerator box so I must be a rather well off mouse. I have a human 
girlfriend. She is in her 20s with jet black wavy hair and a charming smile. 
She is quite petite, but still a giantess compared to me. 
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When she visits me, she takes up most of the apartment and can't even 
stand up. I like to run through her hair and nibble softly on her earlobes 
which makes her coo in delight. 


When we go out she puts me in her bag. On a cold day my tail and hind 
legs freeze and snap off when she picks me up. I realize that this will mean 
the end for me and I encourage her to find another, larger boyfriend. 


The dream fades. 


I am back working in the print business. Most of what I do is make color 
copies from slides. 


I have met an attractive woman who is an artist and she wants to make 
prints from slides of her work. She is very beautiful to me, a black girl with 
milk chocolate colored skin and dark green eyes. Her name is Melissa. I tell 
her that I will get the prints made for her using my discount. 


I tell my boss what I am doing and I show him her picture. He is so 
impressed with her looks that he says he'll happily do the work himself and 
won't charge me. 


I tell her to come by the shop the next day. When I see the job I am 
astonished to see that my boss has made all of the prints poster sized on 
really expensive paper! Not only is this not what she asked for but it gives 
the impression that I am trying too hard to win her favor to an absurdly 
comic degree! 


I wake. 
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2/22/2020 


There is a girl named Daisy Hawke. Sometimes but not always I see from 
her point of view. I don't think I *am* her because I am never thinking her 
thoughts. She is maybe around 18, but she wears an outfit that is like a 
Japanese girl's school uniform. I don't know what it's called it's a little like a 
sailor's costume, but with a short skirt, white knee socks and shiny black 
patent leather shoes. She is not Asian, but white with straw colored hair. 


She takes a train and a bus to go to work at an office. The train passes 
through a landscape that is unfamiliar to me. Sort of urban, but with no tall 
buildings and lots of trees. The train station where she catches the bus is 
very seedy looking. There is a sign on the wall that proudly states that it has 
been 12 days since there was a theft by a rail employee. She has to go up a 
flight of concrete stairs to reach her bus stop. This part of the place looks a 
lot like Alewife station in Cambridge. On a landing by the parking lot a 
Chinese man is playing with a creature that Daisy knows is a wild animal. It 
is something between a fox and an opossum. It has a pointy face and spiky 
gray fur, a mostly naked tail and tiny round ears, but its body is mostly 
shaped like a fox. It is about the size of a small dog like a Jack Russell 
terrier. The man has taught it several tricks. He can ask it to run halfway up 
the stairs and do a back flip. He can tell it to go and hump someone's leg 
who he points out, much to the general merriment of the guys he is hanging 
around with. The man sees her and points at her and calls out "Daisy 
Hawke!" and the creature runs up and starts humping her leg. She vigorously 
kicks it off her and it goes bouncing down the stairs making a little "yip!" 
sound every time it hits a step. This apparently happens every day and to the 
men it never stops being funny. Daisy gives them the finger and catches her 
bus. 


The bus has a big green fish painted on its side with the word "GOOD" in 
gold letters above it. 


When she arrives at the office she is asked to fix the copy machine which 
for some reason is rapidly printing out pictures of naked fat men. 
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Iam awakened suddenly by something making a loud crash in the yard 
next door. 


2/23/2020 


I am a crewman on a star ship. It is immense. Although there is a sizable 
crew, I can go for days without seeing anybody else. The ship is fast, but not 
Star Trek Next Gen fast. We are a week or two between ports of call on the 
average. Our cargo is huge, but docile, dinosaur sized beasts. They are 
popular food animals throughout the range that the ship travels. One of them 
is big enough to feed a city for a month and thus they are considered quite 
valuable. 


The mighty engine that powers the ship uses power cells that are good for 
about a week or so. My job is to decommission each old cell when it has to 
be replaced. It must be decommissioned so it will not leak toxic products 
that would harm the crew and cargo. 


The problem is that decommissioning a cell costs one of the beasts that are 
our extremely valuable cargo therefore I am expected to wait until last bit of 
power in the cell is used before I withdraw it from the power matrix. Waste 
is considered unacceptable as it cuts into the bottom line. So pulling one out 
early will get me called to the captain's office, something I definitely don't 
want. 


The thing is that taking the cell out a tiny bit early causes less of a blip in 
the drive which jars the crew and the cargo and I get a write up when it 
happens and I don't want that either, so my strategy is to try and switch out 
the cells when they are at .0001 percent which is tricky because it is only a 
matter of a few seconds between that and bone dry. 


The cells look like a big square frame that contains what looks like a field 
of stars. A fresh one resembles a galaxy. A spent one is supposed to be as 
close to completely black as possible. I must take it from the power matrix 
and then insert it in the cleaning chamber and I flip a switch to 
decommission it. When I do so a deep vibration passes through the ship as 
one of the behemoths falls dead. 
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On this one occasion the vibration causes the Captain to spill his coffee. 
He wants to see me in his office. 


My alarm goes off. 


2/25/20 


I was a sailor. I was consulting a chart of the stars. There was sort of a 
super constellation made up of the whole Milky Way in the shape of a 
woman with her arms above her head. 


Pretty simple as dreams go, but I realized after waking that it was a 
representation of the Egyptian goddess Nut. I tend to have odd dreams, but 
that is a rather odd thing for me to dream about! 
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3/2/2020 
A weird and melancholy dream. 


I am in my teens still living with my mother. She receives a phone call that 
obviously upsets her. I ask her what is wrong and she tells me that her 
brother has passed away. It upsets me to see her so sad. 


I wake up to remember that my mom had been an only child. 


3/13/2020 


I am engaged in some sort of science experiments. I am assembling 
stations many miles apart, there are five or seven of them I'm not sure of the 
number, equipped with optical devices with huge spherical , parabolic and 
hyperbolic reflectors. Some of them have Venetian blind like ....I call them 
"field modulators", in front of them. There are also field modulators that are 
made from rotating discs with odd patterns of slots cut in them that break up 
light, or in a few cases sounds in specific ways. The inner surfaces of the 
reflectors vary from mirror smooth to rippled or textured in very specific 
ways. 


Complicated engines power the active portions of the devices and their 
speed is governed by highly accurate mechanical clocks. The engines are 
powered by tall wind turbines with gigantic propellers. The turbines produce 
no electricity, but purely mechanical power. For some reason this is an 
important factor because generating even small magnetic fields would 
somehow have adverse effects on the results. 


Each station is also equipped with a battery of powerful lasers that are 
driven by the light from burning Magnesium rather than from electric lamps. 
Each test, which is about fifteen seconds long, takes days or weeks to set up. 
I and my crew are in a high tower equidistant from all of the stations. 


On my signal the modulators are brought up to speed and then after a 
countdown the lasers are fired into the reflectors of the other stations while 
my team observes with binoculars from our tower. The colors of the beams 
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are rapidly modulated through various colors of the spectrum that my team 
carefully records the wavelengths of on a star shaped chart. We have at this 
point a fairly thick book of these charts. 


These numbers recorded over time promise to reveal a deep secret of the 
universe. 


I slowly emerge to consciousness from this dream becoming aware that it 
was in fact a dream and am making a strong effort to remember as much as 
possible. I am certain for a few seconds that this is highly significant 
although just as I am reaching the point of opening my eyes | am starting to 
feel silly for thinking so. 
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Dream Journal 3/16/2020 


I am a young 
man and I am 
living in the 
town where I 
spent my youth, 
but it and I 
are different 
in a number of 
ways. I, my 
- mother and two 
brothers occupy 
a building that 
resembles a 
castle with 
many rooms. The 
place looks 
like it could 
be quite ancient. 


My mother is mute 
and only 
communicates by 
nodding or shaking 
her head. 


My brothers are a couple 
of rowdies who are more 
concerned about getting 
one up on one another 
than anything I might 
be up to. 


I have a girlfriend, a short, 
curvaceous and very pretty 
Latina with a prominent butt 
and bosom. She is with me 
everywhere I go, but I can't 
always see her and I may be 
the only person who can see 
her at all. Her name is Rose. 

I think that maybe she was 
supposed to be imaginary. ] 
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I have a job where I make complicated arrangements of objects 
on rolling shelves that include books, curios, small mechanical 
devices and bottles of various liquors. A few other people work 
with me in a small factory that is located on 
the site of where the YMCA really was 
in my town. In spite of the fact that what 

we make sell for a lot of money and takes 
skill to do, we are not paid all that much. 


At night I set out on my bicycle for a place that also never existed 
in my town, a huge grand hotel. 
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When I would go there at night there were always fabulously dressed 
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In some rooms it was a dinner 
gathering, in others a ball and 
in others still, a debauched orgy 
of drinking, drugs and abandoned 
sex. I acted like I belonged there 
and the party people seemed to 
assume that I was part of the 
service staff. If one of them 
asked me to refill a drink or 
bring them a snack, I would 
oblige them as part of my cover. 
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I could open any door in 


the place. I would just) ~~ 
ask Rose and she would) ~ 
have the key. We took 
one of the i i i 


the hotel 
love on the 

It was really 
big bed,maybe 


There was a library in the 
building, like a huge college 
library with many ancient volumes. 
The pages of all of the books were 
printed in this difficult to read 
blackletter font a bit like a 19th 
century German book, but they were 
in English. Even so, Rose could 
read them better than I could and 
a\\ would read pages from them out 
yo eh loud to me. 


oe 
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The books I was most 

interested in were 

illustrated science 

textbooks having to 

. do with the animal 
life of a continent 

w * » where dinosaurs 

get still existed, 

; ' but they were 
quite small. 


. 
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There were creatures like a brachiosaurus or a tyrannosaurus, but 
they were only the size of a poodle. There were people who lived in 
that land and they were proportionally sized to the dinosaurs, about 
the size of cockroaches. I was looking at an illustration of one of 
their villages, they were naked, primitive hunter/gatherer types who 
lived in simple mud huts and I was now in the village with them. I 
was mostly naked with only a necklace of shells and a few feathers in 
my hair and so was Rose. 
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The people could see Rose. 
These people worshiped a great 
carnivorous dinosaur called 


Gorban who had to be appeased 
with a human sacrifice at every 
new moon. 

They made Rose their queen and 
she offered me up for the 
sacrifice. 


Mine was added to a list of names 

in a petroglyph on a mountain side 

in an alphabet made from stylized 

images of dinosaurs, men and women 
and trees. 
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I was chained upon a high 
stone column to await my fate. 

I begged Rose for the key out of 
this place and she stood on the 
column beside me and held it 
tantalizingly before my face. 


I was back in the library, but 
Rose was no longer there. 


I laughed and awakened 
breathing hard and maybe 
laughing a little bit. 


3/30/2020 


For some reason I make the decision to take a room in a residence hotel in 
Cambridge. When i go to inquire, the woman minding the desk wants to 
know if I wish to be seated for dinner or perhaps hire an interpreter. She is 
tall and thin, dressed all in white with shoulder length jet black hair and 
round, black-framed glasses. It seems like it takes quite a while for me to 
explain that I would like to rent a room. When I finally get that across she 
leads me to a room. On the way there she does some cartwheels and changes 
size a few times. 


The room is well furnished. It has a double bed, a large padded chair, a 
small dorm room type fridge, a private toilet and sink but no bath. It has no 
windows, but it's only $50 a week. I take it. 


The place is a bit on the noisy side with kids running around in the halls all 
the time. Nobody seems to know who their parents are. 


The woman who lives across the hall from me is blonde and has comically 
large breasts and speaks only Russian. I can only pick out a few random 
words when she talks. She through her very few English words and 
pantomime makes it clear that she will suck my dick for $10. I politely 
decline, but make note that the offer is on the table should I change my 
mind. 


It turns out that the landlord is John Lithgow. When we shake hands I 
notice that he has six fingers. He offers to sell me weed. 


The dream fades. 


4/5/2020 


I saw a movie starring Bjork. (The last thing I saw before going to bed was 
a Bjork video. That must have had at least a little to do with it) It was a 
screwy comedy that involved her and a friend putting together shoulder bags 
filled with home made hand grenades. They were to be used in an attack on 
a government office. The grenades were little bombs in little macramé bags 
with long handles. The idea was that they could be whirled at great speed 
over one's head and then released to fly to their target. Neither of the women 
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could get one to go where they wanted and they kept blowing up random 
stuff like trees, cars, ladies with baby carriages, etc. Anything but the 
government office. They finally give up and decide to go home, but they are 
discombobulated. 


The rest of the dream was watching them trying unsuccessfully to find their 
way home. 


4/15/2020 


Earth is under the thrall of an incredibly advanced alien race. They control 
hundreds of planets just like Earth and they have all been crowded together 
in one solar system. At any given time there are three to five other planets 
visible in the sky bigger than the Moon visible day or night. 


The people who rule us look more or less human, but they are very clean 
and well dressed and groomed, are generally several inches taller than other 
people and speak in a very aristocratic accent. The rest of us have tattered 
clothing, tend to be unshaven, sweaty and have open sores on our skin. 


They have given us jobs to entertain them. I am part of a game that allows 
one of them to pretend he is a "warden" which is someone who brings 
criminals to justice and I play his deputy and am in charge of a group of real 
criminals one of whom I have to turn over to him so he can kill him with an 
electric stick he carries. It doesn’t kill by electric shock, but somehow 
scrambles their insides causing great pain. Death usually takes several 
minutes. 


When he arrives at the lock up, I have to select one from my group to be 
killed based on his merits. I must decide who lives or dies. The criminals 
come from a different planet so I don't know any of them and they only 
speak poor English. I must pick one or I myself will become the victim. I 
must pick the one who I believe will provide the most entertaining 
execution, one who is most likely to try to run or will plead tearfully for his 
life or shit and piss himself in terror before the warden strikes. 


The criminals know all of this and are always trying to make my 
sympathetic to them or wheedle me for favor. Offer to be my slave or 
perform sex acts or simply beg me to pick anyone but them. 
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This is a job I applied for because it pays well compared with other jobs. I 
merely have to do it and I get paid and go home to my family at the end of 
the day. The one criminal left at the end goes free no matter how awful a 
criminal they are. I never know what they did until after the fact. The 
jaywalker, the tax evader, the shoplifter could all die while the serial killer 
goes free. 


This is going on over and over again, much to the approval of our 
overlords. 


I am jarred awake by the truck picking up the trash. I actually don't feel 
very well, my stomach is in an uproar. I need to take an antacid. 


4/25/2020 


I am in my twenties. I am walking along a road in Western Massachusetts. 
I had been at an event of some sort and this guy had promised me a ride 
home, but flaked out on me at the last minute saying he was going to stay for 
a few days. I asked him if he could at least take me down to the highway 
where I could thumb a long distance ride, but no dice. He was busy trying to 
get a teenage girl to fuck him. 


I am walking down a long and sort of dangerous road that winds around a 
mountain. I see a car coming and stick out my thumb. The car stops and I get 
in. I don’t see the driver’s face, but I am transfixed by his two-tone tan 
leather shoes. They look expensive and seem to be made of very soft glove 
leather. I really want to touch them. I get a real gay vibe from the guy, a 
kind of predatory gay vibe. He smokes a joint of ultra strong weed with me 
and I get really stoned, like I hear bells and my hands feel like they weigh a 
ton. He says “Hey, you know what would be cool? What if I were to suck 
your dick right now?” 


I laugh. I want to sound confident, but my voice cracks when I speak. 
“That’s not really my thing, man. If that’s why you picked me up, maybe 


you had better just let me off.” 


He tries to convince me that it would just be a bit of harmless fun, but I’m 
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really not into it and stand my ground, so I’m left standing by the side of the 
road. 


So I’m on an entrance ramp to the Mass pike and no cars are stopping and 
it is close to sunset. A blue pickup truck full of trash pulls up. I get in. Steve 
Carell is at the wheel. “Thank God I found you!” he says. 


The dream fades 
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Dream Journal 4/30/2020 
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I am in a version of the home where I was born, but it is like 
some alternate universe. The man who owns the place is not my father 
and has sort of the bearing of a lord of the manor or something. 2, 
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Throughout this my age keeps changing. 


I am looking at all of this as if I have been here and through 
all of this before as if I were a time traveler, but not in the 
sense that one usually thinks of time travel. I am aware of how 
the future comes out, but in several iterations and I have no 
idea which is the right one or even if there is a right one. 
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The person I talk 
to the most is a 
little girl, a 
freckle-faced redhead, 
who I knew as a child 
although I don't think 
she is a real waking 
life person. 


She is particular to 
the dream. 


Anyway, I am in my childhood home and I am asking a lot of 
questions. I guess I'm trying to sort out certain facts about 
my early life. I know that the girl grows up to be a circus 
clown and that the reason that happened has something to do 
with a huge tree in the yard that has a big hollow in it. 

I use the hollow space in the tree as my "clubhouse" although 
there is no club, only I use it. Even my brothers don't go 
there, but everyone knows it exists. 
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A tomcat comes out of the 
hollow in the tree, I think 


through a twist in spacetime. 
I saw it happen, he just sort 


existence. 


' swirled into 
he Vay YN 
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We tried moving a few 
elements of the spell/equation 
and then I had known her 
until I was thirteen when her 
family had moved to California 
and she grew up to be a writer. 


5b = 5* O41 Ge 


The girl tells me that she has 
discovered sort of an equation 
that controls her future, or maybe 
it's a magic spell. Like a string 
of words and symbols that if you 
change the order of them or 
replace one, we understand that her 
life will come out differently. 
For instance I know that she and 
her family moved away to New 
Rochelle when I was six and the 
next I had heard of her was when 
I was in my 30s when I learned she 
had become a clown. 
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A somewhat different arrangement 
of the elements and she stayed in 
Tarrytown and died by accidental 
drowning when she was eighteen. 


213.20 90,10 iShares MSCi Em, Mkt (EEM) 45.264.0.06 Nike 15.20 ¥0.10 


Another and her parents had 
taken her to Europe when she was 
nine and she had become a 
housewife. 

There were numerous others. 


Zs (en oe 
We jiggered with it fora 
long time. We wrote the 
equation on the wall inside 
the hollow in the tree 
and there was a green 
button that we 
pressed whenever we 
wanted to know how 
a different version 
of the equation 
» would play out. We 
would press the 
button and then we 
knew which way the 
future would be. 


One time when we pressed the button a 
second cat appeared. While the first cat 
had been a tuxedo cat, this one was an 
orange tabby. The two cats hated one 
another and whenever they got close they 
would brawl. 
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The lord of the house knew that we were messing with stuff that 
maybe we shouldn't be and he called me into the house for a talk. 
He was a tall and wide man with a very serious face. He wore a 
voluminous robe of green velvet and he carried a large staff that 
appeared to be made of black glass. The staff was some sort of 
device that controlled elemental forces. 


Sometimes it had electric sparks crawling all over it, sometimes] 
flames. One time I looked it had a myriad of glowing particles 
orbiting one end of it. He told me that the thing that came out of 
the hollow were causing disturbances in the way things should be. 


According to him more had come out of it than two cats, but he 3 
didn't tell me what they were, only that me and the girl had to 4 
stop playing around with it. 
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The girl and I are now both around sixteen. The cats have 
gotten into a huge screaming bloody fight and they are causing 
al OY a it GLEE mcg Gamage to one another. 
Ata Ps As eta! At one point the 
orange cat bites off 
the ear of the tuxedo 
cat, but tuxedo 
scratches out one of 
oranges eyes, but 
neither backs off. 
It seems to be a 
battle to the death. 


Me and the girl are 
both king noise 


Ss, 


seems way too dangerous to approa 
them to physically separate them. 
The fight at one point moves intc 
the hollow in the tree and both 
emerge a bit later bloody and 
exhausted and collapse. 
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I carefully approach 
and tuxedo is 
wounded but alive and 
orange is dead. 

The girl shouts for 
me to come look in 
the hollow. The cat 
fight has pulled the 
green button out of 
the wall in the 
hollow and broken it. 


I pick up the body of the 
orange cat and toss it ina 
little brook that runs through 

the yard. 


—S S K Deitch 2020 
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5/1/2020 


I am one of three brothers. We all work at a factory that makes elevator 
shoes. 


There is a disease that is going around that no one knows where it comes 
from until one of my brothers discovers that it is carried by a tiny mite that 
lives on a particular species of beetle, one of which he has as a pet. 


We have to drive to the capital of Brazil in a large pickup truck carrying a 
couch that is infested with these mites. My brother takes his beetle as well 
because he wants it cured of the disease. 


Because we are going to Brazil I have insisted on painting girls in bikinis 
on the sides of the truck so it will blend in. The brothers think this is a silly 
idea and tell me to stop so they end up being just outlines with no details. 


The capital of Brazil is full of castles and dragons are flying around in the 
sky. The police take our truck and we are to be escorted separately to go 
speak to the prime minister. To get there we are to ride on large flightless 
birds that are like an ostrich except that they are bright blue. These birds are 
called "poughkeepsies". 


We had set off across a broad grassland when my alarm went off. 


5/17/2020 
A very disturbing dream. 


There are a group of people who have come from somewhere else, 
perhaps another planet. They are like humans, but they have bright red chili 
pepper colored skin. Their society is ancient and they have their own 
religion, rituals and customs not all of which are well known. They have 
become an influential and well liked minority in our society with many of 
them being prominent in the world of business, sports and as practitioners of 
their own style of popular music. 
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One of them is a friend of mine. His name is Italo. He is the heir to a huge 
company that manufactures hats of a style that is popular with his own 
people, but is also catching on with Earth people. 


Italo has had a lot of media exposure and is a popular celebrity and 
because I am his friend, I have met a lot of celebrities and have a lot more 
access to powerful people. I know actors, musicians, business moguls, 
presidents, etc. 


I don't know how, but I learn that Italo practices a vice that is somewhat 
common among his people, but the fact isn't well known among ours. He 
wants to show me how it is done. A terrified looking dog is brought into the 
room and is injected with a paralyzing drug. The dog is conscious and has 
full sensation, but cannot move a muscle. With a scalpel the dog's side is 
sliced into and with a special tool his skin is separated from the layer of 
muscles underneath and Italo slides his hand into the space between the skin 
and the muscle. I am horrified. I say that this must cause the dog tremendous 
pain. 


Italo says "Of course it does. That is the whole point. Their pain releases a 
hormone that I absorb through my skin that gets me really high. The worse 
its pain, the better the high. You have never experienced a high like this! It's 
beautiful! I insist you try it." I feel like I'm going to be sick. It's like before 
my eyes, my friend has become a devil who tortures animals, man's best 
friend, to get high. I leave very upset. I speak to him on the phone later and I 
tell him I can't be his friend anymore. He is actually surprised. For him this 
is completely out of left field. "Just because of this you aren't my friend 
anymore?" He obviously thinks I must be crazy. 


"Yes, just because of this." 


The dream fades. 


5/25/2020 


I'm in my 30s and live in a rooming house in Cambridge. There is this 
woman named Mary Beth who is most charitably described as eccentric. She 
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has a room on the corner of the second floor. She pisses everyone off 
including the building management by playing loud music at all hours and 
keeps a large dog who likes to bark. She sunbathes topless in the driveway 
where the neighbors can see. At one time or another she has claimed that just 
about every man in the building has attempted to grope her or tried to get her 
to have sex with them. The truth is she is not wholly unattractive, but her 
thick aura of crazyness wards most men off like a flashing danger beacon. A 
few have tried to get with her and have regretted it, the majority know better. 


Mary Beth sells magic herbs on the street in Harvard Square. She tells 
people that the herbs will improve their sex lives, will help them get more 
money, will make them better in every way. All the herbs do is make women 
grow beards and men grow tits and not usually on the places where those 
things would go if they belonged there at all. 


I see her in the afternoon talking with a man from another dimension. He 
looks like he is embossed on the air. It is well known that nobody is 
supposed to talk to those people and that the government is trying to get 
them all deported. If anyone sees her talking to this guy she will be in *big* 
trouble. I'm wondering if I should turn her in to the cops because then she 
would be gone from the rooming house and not bothering anyone. The only 
problem is that I don't know what exactly would happen to her. We never 
hear much about people who get busted for this. I worry that they might just 
take her away and shoot her. In spite of the fact that she 1s a certified pain in 
the ass, I don't want her dead. 


After this, I start seeing the other dimension men more and worse, they 
seem to see me. Whenever one sees me, he waves and smiles. This 1s not 
good. 


I come to suspect that Mary Beth's dog is actually one of these guys ina 
dog suit. I try to covertly spy to try and catch the dog and expose him. Mary 
Beth catches me spying and assumes that I am trying to see her naked and 
says she is going to call the cops on me. As she 1s freaking out at me her 
voice 1s getting louder, higher and screechier. 


I wake 
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5/28/2020 


I'm with a friend for an afternoon in town. He has a mental condition that 
makes him a serious asshole unless he takes these anti-asshole pills. The 
pills aren't really called that, but that is basically what they did. 


So anyway he shows up and tells me that he didn't take his pill that day 
because he just wanted to feel like himself. He assured me that everything 
would be fine because he liked me even though I was a sissy little wussy. I 
had a bad feeling. 


So we are having lunch and he is being more or less ok with me, but he 
insists on having "fun" with the waiter. Sending stuff back, telling him he 
thought he saw his thumb in the food on the plates he brought us, asking him 
if he was Japanese or Chinese, etc. 


When we left he didn't want to put in for the tip and threatened to give me 
a noogie if I did, but I did anyway. 


At this point I'm pretty eager to get rid of him and we are looking for a 
subway entrance. The first one we find leads to broken ruins underground an 
no sign of tracks or turnstiles. We finally find one and we go down. I say 
goodby and tell him to take his fucking pill. 


When I go back upstairs I find that I am in a very modern looking high 
school which seems weird as I came up the exact stairs I had gone down. 


I'm heading for the door when this girl swings at me with her laptop bag. I 
duck and she hits a student. She apologizes to him and said it was my fault 


because I moved. 


I wake 
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6/2/2020 


I am a four legged creature. I don't know what kind. I think I am the size of 
a smallish dog. 


I am in a forest of very tall, narrow trees that don't have branches or leaves 
except for a small tuft up very high on the top. They are very densely 
arranged, no more than a few feet apart. | am walking slowly between the 
trees. It is a sunny day, but the canopy of leaves above makes it dim on the 
forest floor. Dim and cool. 


In the distance IJ hear a rattling sound, like many sticks banging together. 
The sound has startled some birds that are now fluttering around above me 
making excited noises. The sound doesn't register to me as something 
threatening, but my dream mind doesn't know what it is either. 


There are some bruised, but not yet rotten fruits in the leaf litter that I know 
are alright to eat. They are orange fading to green and sort of egg shaped. I 
nibble on one. It tastes a bit like a tomato. 


The rattling is getting closer and the birds are still disturbed. 


My alarm goes off. 


6/4/2020 


My father and I run some sort of camp or country retreat. It is a collection 
of old wooden buildings strewn around this wooded area. They are very 
poorly kept. Most have screen doors that don't shut quite right and all of 
them have many coats of off white and terra cotta colored paint that was 
obviously applied poorly over many decades. The surface of all of the 
buildings has a flaky/bubbly appearance. 


My father is a beefy working class looking man who resembles Ernest 
Borgnine. He wears scuffed shoes, khaki pants and a stained wife beater. I 
don't have a good idea of how old I am supposed to be, but he is supposed to 
be training me to take the place over from him. The problem is that he is 
very secretive about how a lot of the stuff around the camp works. I sort of 
have to discover things on my own. 
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He puts happiness in the breakfast of the guests. By the way, I never see 
any of the guests. My father is the only other person around. But he puts 
happiness in the breakfast. It's an ingredient that he has in a jar next to the 
stove. He is supposed to tell me how it is made, but he thinks it is funny to 
have me figure it out on my own. 


What I really want to know is how to make different colors of paint that I 
know is made in a distilling operation somewhere in the camp, but so far I 
haven't found it. 


One morning I find where the happiness is made behind a secret door in 
one of the cabins. It looks like a very dirty mad scientist's chemistry set with 
the happiness dripping out of a retort into mason jars. I tell my father that I 
found it and he congratulates me for it. I ask him about the paint shop and he 
says he will show it to me. 


He takes me to one of the cabins where he thinks it is, but he is wrong and 
is now a bit unsure of the location. We try a few other buildings and soon 
have wandered into the adjoining small town. He thinks it is in a building 
that has a bronze eagle perched on a wood awning above the door, but that 
place is locked. Then he tries a general store that seems to be deserted. We 
keep looking in various buildings and the dream fades. 


6/11/2020 


I am heading home to my apartment in Cambridge from my job in 
Watertown but I have taken the #70 bus rather than the #71 so I can go to 
Trader Joe's on the way home. 


In Trader Joe's I am naked as is everyone else. It's not an embarrassment 
situation. It almost felt like my mind simply forgot to dress the players for 
this scene. 


I'm walking home and | am feeling a bit confused. I'm realizing that I think 
I actually live in Watertown near my office, but when I envision my 
apartment it is a place in downtown Boston (Where I never lived in waking 
life, but *did* live in another dream from years ago) and I thought, no, not 
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that place. I'm thinking that I hadn't paid the rent for that place in a long 
time. The landlord must have tossed out all of my stuff and rented it to 
someone else by now. 


So now I'm pretty sure that I have to go back to Watertown, but I don't 
have any money for bus fare and my groceries have gone missing. I am 
walking to Watertown naked, but wrapped in a sheet. As I am walking I am 
with two people. One of them is the version of me that lived in the Boston 
apartment. He looks like me but is like an image from a TV with bad 
reception. The other is Chung Ling Soo (a popular stage magician of the 
early 20th century. He was a white American guy, but his act involved 
pretending to be Chinese) he was in sepia tone. Chung Ling Soo was 
monologing about the art of hiding birds on his person. He claimed that he 
could conceal up to 50 doves, which I found difficult to believe. I was more 
or less ignoring him and trying to get the other me to lend me money for bus 
fare, but he was only sort of there and couldn't understand what I was saying 
to him. 


It is taking me forever to get home and I am exhausted. I am wrapped in 
my sheet and crawling up the middle of Mount Auburn street. My progress 
is slowed by hundreds of children running in the opposite direction taking up 
most of the street. The children are from the 1920s and are in black and 
white. They are now running over me like a stampede. It doesn't hurt, but it 
is weird and frightening. 


The dream fades. 
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6/19/2020 


I have just gotten up and am preparing to brush my teeth. I have drawn a 
glass of water and I notice that a tiny silvery fish is swimming in the glass. 
I wake 
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Dream Journal 6/22/2020 
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I am helping a woman friend of mine (a real person in my 
life) alphabetize her library. For some reason she wants 
them arranged by title rather than subject or author and she 


, 


= 


has about 4000 volumes. 


| RAJASTHAN 
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4 While we are working 


\\) 5 > we are watching 
; ,election returns for 
"| the Indian state of 


Rajahsthan. 
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The space being used looks like a 
school library but the shelves are 
all empty and the books are stacked 
up in the middle of the floor. We 
are working surprisingly fast with 
only a few moments of indecision. 


There are two books 
titled "Gorky" One of 
them is a biography of 
tragic artist Arshile 
Gorky and the other a 
description of the 
Soviet city of Gorky, 
now known as Nizhny 
Novgorod. We are 
having a disagreement 
over which should be 
first. I hold it 
should be the 
biography because his 
first name begins with 
A, while she believes 
that a city should take 
precedence over a 


While we 
are working 
}2 am telling 
her about an 
invention of mine, 
|A single wheeled 
cube shaped car 
that can be 


parked 

anywhere person. Thankfully 
She is there is no biography 
skeptical of Maxim Gorky to 


further confuse things. 
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The doorbell rings and /\ 


I go to answer it. 


The door opens directly on a wheat 
field and standing at the door is a 
lush-figured farm girl wearing some 
sort of traditional Eastern European 
farm girl type dress. It is richly 
embroidered and exposes quite a 
bit of cleavage. The girl has big 
blue eyes and long blonde braided 
Pigtails. She has a couple of cows 
milling about behind her. She seems 
to speak mostly Ukrainian with only 
a few words of heavily accented 
English. She is nonetheless, quite 
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It turns out that she is selling 
homemade cookies. She has them in 
a wicker basket decorated with a 
red ribbon. They are cut into 
a number of shapes and have 
intricate colored icing. 
They look delicious. I 
tell her to wait a 
minute. 


; I go inside and tell my friend about the girl selling 
cookies and how they look like totally awesome cookies 
and we need to get some of these cookies! She says "We 
already have some Oreos." 
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"You should see these cookies! Oreos ~ 
are pure crap next to these!" I get her . 
to come to the door to look at the 
cookies. She comes to the door and I ® 
point at the cookies in the basket, but ( 
my friend is staring at the girl's 
\ breasts with an expression of ny 
eetecoral: I think she had been ” 
p expecting to see a Girl Scout standing re 
@ there rather than a rural sexpot. 
Re. 


i 


ons 


She looks at me rolling her eyes. "We have Oreos." she says 
d goes back to sorting books. N PNT 
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The farm girl lets a tear run down her cheek. 

"If you are not buying of my cookies, the cows, 
they will dying!" I have no idea why selling 
cookies will preserve the lives of the cows, but 
they are looking at me with big, sad cow eyes and 
I know that I *must* buy some cookies. I pull out 
a ten and hand it to her for the basket of cookies. 
The girl starts full out blubbering and throws 
her arms around me and kisses both my cheeks. I am 
very aware of her breasts nestled softly against me. 
Looking over her shoulder I can see that the cows 
are smiling. 


> 
- - 


From behind me I hear "These books aren't going to 
' shelve themselves!" I am very tempted to close the 
door behind me and go sell cookies with the farm girl, 
but I chicken out and go back inside. 
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The cookies are really great. My friend 
won't even look at them let alone have one. 


it Ss 


I don't care. 
We still have 
a ton of 

A books here. 


know what 
you're 
missing! 


. 


| SEAL 
Things change. The cookies are 
m- gone, the books are gone. We are 
- somewhere else. It looks like the 
gym from the YMCA I used to go to 
_ when I was a kid. My friend wants 
to play on the parallel bars which) 
she calls "monkey bars". I'm just 
watching her as she performs 
stunts on the bars, spinning ; 
herself, doing flips, walking tip 2 
toe on one ,of them. 


ia AL 


The dream fades... Z 
ay i, NS 
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6/27/2020 


I have gone to visit the actress Barbara Eden. In the real world she is over 
20 years older than me, but in this dream we are the same age and had been 
classmates in high school. She looks as she did in the '90s. We have a nice 
dinner together and talk about various things that have happened since high 
school. We have not seen each other at all in the intervening years although I 
have been quite aware of her career as an actress. We had been casual 
friends in school because we were both "arty" types, but she was way more 
into theater while I was sculpting and painting. 


When dinner was over she gave me a scrap book she had made over a 
period of many years. It included photos of her in various costumes from 
movies, stage and TV including many rejected costumes from I Dream of 
Jeannie including one where she would have been colored blue. There were 
also reviews, Playbill covers, sketches she had made of set designs....all sorts 
of things associated with her acting career. 


I have no idea why she has chosen to give me this personal treasure, but I 
gratefully accept it. 


I woke. 


6/3/2020 


I am confined to my home with an illness. I don't feel horrible, just very 
low energy. I am unsteady on my feet and absent minded. I keep dozing off 
at odd times. 


I have two caretakers, a brother and sister. They are from some obscure 
place in the Caucasus. They are decent and helpful people and are very 
understanding about my lapses. 


They prepare strange food for me. Their favorite is something with a dense 
tomato based sauce over root vegetables with a peculiar spice palate that 
includes mint and caraway. It is not particularly to my taste, but they are 
very proud of it as a traditional dish of their country so I eat it out of 
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courtesy. 


The brother smokes a lot of cigarettes and likes to brag about how much 
money he has. If he has so much money I wonder why he has a job taking 
care of a sick old man, but I do not wonder that aloud. 


The sister is kind and personable and will talk with me about any subject 
no matter how weird I must sound. I ask her why she has this job and she 
tells me that they were thrown out of their apartment because of 
"Pyetrovichu". 


I have no idea what pyetrovichu might be and she opens up a sound file on 
her phone. It sounds like loud, off kilter drum and bugle corps music with 
operatic singing in some Slavic language. It is a pretty obnoxious sound. 


"So just for playing records?" IJ ask. 


"We would practice band at home sometimes. The neighbors hated our 
culture." 


"I see. Americans can have narrow tastes sometimes." 


My condition is getting worse and I am nodding of more frequently. On 
one of those occasions I fall asleep in the dream and awaken into the waking 
world. 


7/4/2020 
This one actually messed with my sense of reality. 


I am visiting with Nina West who lives in Atlanta. In real life I have never 
visited her nor have I ever been to Atlanta. In truth we have only met in 
person a few times. 


Anyway, I am at her house in Atlanta. I am somewhat aware that I am 
dreaming, but not in a way that I can affect the dream. She has given visitors 
small gifts sealed with "key tags" which are well made three dimensional 
plastic puzzles that keep the gift box closed until solved. I am very certain 
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that these key tags are a real world thing that is in my dream and that I am 
very familiar with them. I am having trouble solving the puzzle so I put it 
aside for later. 


Nina is famous for having devised her own milk substitute based on Lima 
beans. Before I go home I attempt to steal a carton from her fridge, but her 
dog is guarding it. 


The dream fades 


7/6/2020 


I am working in an office that has a big grid of desks, no cubicles. My 
desk is desk number 6. There is a package on my desk, a box that has come 
from somewhere else in the company that has my name on it. My computer 
is locked up. I ask the guy next to me, who is a teenage kid, to go press the 
number six button on the wall to reboot it. "Why can't you do it yourself?" 
he asks. 


"I'm busy." I reply. 


I open the box. Inside there are three DVDs in cases shrink wrapped 
together. They are a course in incredibly advanced math. I have no idea why 
it has been sent to me. Also in the box is a compact military style rifle. I 
immediately pick it up and walk over to my supervisor's desk with it to 
inquire as to what it might be for. She is a dark haired woman with a 
"Karen" cut who waves me off because she is talking on the phone. I place 
the gun on her desk and walk away. 


Before I get back to my desk, the security people are herding everyone 
toward the doors. I ask one of them why. "There is a gun in the building." 


I wake. 
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7/14/2020 


I'm getting on the bus coming home from work, but once I have gotten on, 
it isn't an MBTA bus anymore, but a Greyhound. My mother is seated next 
to me. She is in her 80s. We are on the way to a family wedding in Danbury 
Connecticut. I don't know who it is that is getting married. 


As we were starting the bus trip, my Mom gave me a little collage comic 
book she had made. It was about her and one of my brothers when he was a 
little kid. I don't remember much about it except that it was very funny! 


I am trying to sleep on the bus, but some teenage kids are whispering 
things to me and poking at me trying to keep me from sleeping. They are 
annoying my mom too as well as other people. The driver finally stops the 
bus and puts them all out by the side of the road. 


I am chatting with my mother who is now in her 50s. She shows me an 
odd shaped piece of cork that has many tiny pins it. They are decorative, 
possibly intended as jewelry, but they are quite small, like the size of map 
pins. Oddly I am more interested in the piece of cork and I ask her if I may 
have it. 


She is fine with that, "But what about the pins?" she asks. 


I say I'll take care of them until we find something to put them in and I 
stick each one into the back of my left middle finger for safe keeping. 


I don't remember most of the wedding itself. At the reception dinner I am 
seated next to a very attractive woman who is behaving very flirtatiously, 
even a little on the lewd side. I don't really want to respond because my 
mom is right there and it would be a little weird. 


Later, Mom and I are walking around the town. We see a large serpent 
curled up asleep at the base of big square section of concrete wall. The 
sleeping snake emits a soft white glow like an under powered fluorescent 
tube. The wall was once painted, maybe a solid color, maybe with an 
advertising sign. Most of the paint has been eroded away by weather and 
there are large patches of moss and lichen on it. I comment to my mother 
that I would love to paint a mural on that big expanse of wall. 
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"You know people give out grants to do things like that." 
"Ha! that would be grand! I have always wanted to make a fresco!" 


"A fresco!" she scoffs "In the open? Not inside somewhere? It wouldn't 
last a year!" 


"Well, I wouldn't want to do just some graffiti thing, that's for sure." 


We are back on the bus. I suddenly notice that my finger is still full of 
pins. "My God!" I say, "You let me go through that whole wedding like 
this?" 


The dream fades 


7/15/2020 


I went to Peter Dinklage's house because I was invited to a Saint Patrick's 
Day themed Halloween party and I wanted to borrow a costume from him. 


He was throwing a party of his own and was dressed as my brother's 
character Waldo when he answered the door. He encouraged me to stay for 
his party, but I had already promised I would show up at the other one. He 
lent me a leprechaun costume that for some reason included a Frankenstein's 
monster mask. 


Of course the costume didn't fit me well and I had about a foot of exposed 
skin sticking out of the arms and legs, but I wore it anyway. 


Peter told me where I could meet up with a guy who would sell me a 
suitcase full of St. Paddy's candy. 


The street corner was in White Plains, New York where I had grown up. 
The person selling the candy was a shady looking Latino guy who was also 
dressed as a leprechaun. He charged me fifty bucks for a big suitcase full of 
various shapes of green candy and I headed off to the party. 
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On the way to the place I was walking through this narrow alley between 
a couple of two story buildings. There were some teenage girls in short skirts 
entertaining themselves by pole vaulting over the alley between the two 
roofs. The pole they were using was at least 25 feet long. As they passed 
over me I looked up and saw that none of them wore panties. The whole 
business looked very unsafe and I hurried on. 


I stopped at a bookstore where I noticed that what they were selling was 
*my* books and in fact the place was my living room! I was outraged and 
was loudly demanding to see the manager when I awoke. 


7/19/2020 


I have gotten a job doing research for a college professor. I cannot 
remember what college I worked at and maybe it was never made clear in 
the dream. 


All of my time was spent in a small workshop where I spent a lot of time 
sawing pieces of wood, stone and other natural materials in half looking for 
faces inside. I also did a brisk business receiving various objects from 
contacts around the world. 


The professor I worked for had a bold hypothesis. He reasoned that since 
human faces are so often found in random natural objects and that they are 
indeed random and not placed there by some higher power, we should also 
find faces of beings that might have risen in our place had mankind never 
gained a foothold. 


He discounted images seen in baked goods, peeling paint, tortillas and the 
like as they were manmade objects and would naturally favor the face of 
humanity and he was determined to uncover the face of the non-human who 
never was. 


It was a poetic, quixotic and utterly daft notion. I, a lowly assistant knew 


that we saw human faces in things because seeing human faces was 
hardwired into our human brains, but he totally rejected that idea believing 
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that the human faces were somehow, random though they may be, actual 
human faces. 


He had in fact collected a few pieces, a slice of agate, a cut through a knot 
in a maple branch, a concretion found in India, that seemed to show the face 
of something bird-like with a high cranium and large side wattles. 


It all just kind of went away. 


7/21/2020 


I am ina village. It feels like somewhere up north. Over the village a great 
black cloud coalesced. It is the shape of a loaf of Italian bread, it is over a 
mile long and hangs just above the rooftops. The cloud turns to stone and 
falls upon the village crushing everything and also pulverizing itself. The 
village is a total wreck. Houses splintered, bits of stone everywhere. The 
people survive and set about going through the wreckage to see what can be 
salvaged. 


There tons of wooden toys and monster suits from classic films mostly. 


7/24/2020 


I have gotten a new job. I don't know what the job is, but the commute to 
get to it is insane. It's way out in the middle of fucking nowhere on some 
branch of the Green Line out in cow country. It's like an hour and a half ride. 


Anyway, I get to the last stop, but there are still a couple of miles to go so 
they give me this old one speed bike that has really short cranks so that even 
if I pedal like a madman, I'm not going faster than about six MPH. 


I eventually make it to my place of employment and do my job and then 
it's time to go home, but I have forgotten where the trolley station is. I'm 
peddling all over this area that has unpaved roads and few buildings trying to 
find the Green Line. 
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I finally spot a long, wood enclosed staircase that I think might lead to the 
station. I stop next to it, but there is a locked gate on the entrance to the 
stairs. 


Within site of the stairway is this brilliant red building with gold trim with 
a roof that overhangs. The roof it hung with rows of Chinese paper lanterns. 
I go over and there are a bunch of Chinese people having some sort of party 
with loud, annoying disco music. 


I'm asking various people how to get to the station, but none of them speak 
English. They are offering me tea and dim-sum, but I waive it off. I just 
want to get home. My refusal makes them hostile and unwilling to help. 


I figure that I will never find the station and resolve to bike all the way 
home. 


I am peddling and peddling and peddling through this unchanging 
countryside. 


Eventually I awaken. 


7/26/2020 


There are a lot of things happening now and things remembered in this 
one. 


There was an old jalopy of a car by the side of the road on a Massachusetts 
Avenue side street between Central and Harvard squares. It has been parked 
there for years and hasn't moved in all that time and there is a pile of junk on 
the curb next to it which has never been picked up by the city. 


Decades ago in the '70s, my ex wife (when she was my girlfriend) and I 
had with great difficulty moved the junky old car to that location in the 
middle of the night. We did it to throw the cops off our tail, but I no longer 
remembered that. 
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My girlfriend had become acquainted with this old lady who she called 
her aunt but wasn't actually related to her. She had lived in an old brick 
apartment house that was near MIT in a cheap neighborhood by the river. 
The old lady had lived there forever, but she didn't care for the 
neighborhood. It was full of sketchy characters and people were getting their 
apartments robbed all of the time, but she loved the building she lived in. 


My girlfriend wanted to help her. 


This part is a little vague. My girlfriend had come across a Simplicity 
pattern for a blouse with a ruffled front. It wouldn't have looked good on her 
and besides she didn't sew, but she refused to toss it out so for weeks it was 
just sitting on out coffee table with my comic books and my ashtray. 


She had told me about the problem with her aunt and said she had learned 
that the blouse pattern contained a magic code that could solve her problem, 
but she needed my help. 


Here is a weird part in my present in the dream I had no memory of what 
happened next. My life had gone on as normal, my girlfriend and I had 
married. It didn't end up working out and we got divorced, our lives went off 
on separate paths. The years passed. I stayed in the Boston area, she moved 
away and now lived across the country. We had both led lives full of events. 
I receive a phone call from her out of the blue. We still had a cordial long 
distance friendship, but even so we hadn't spoken in fifteen years. She just 
said "It moved". 


When she said that I realized that my memory had somehow been blocked 
so I couldn't remember what we had done back then to help her "aunt". 


The Simplicity pattern had some sort of formula printed along the edge 
and directions to where an old car was parked. If we could get the car to start 
and say the secret formula we would get a wish. At the time a building had 
recently been torn down on Dunster street and there was just an empty lot 
there. 


My girlfriend wanted to wish that we could shrink down her aunt's 
apartment building, move it to the empty lot and restore its size again. 
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We were going to have to get rid of the car afterward because if it was 
found by the wrong people, the wish would be undone. 


We had actually done it. We found the car, got the motor to turn over, she 
said the incantation and the five story apartment building shrank down to the 
size of a beer keg. I moved it to the new location with a hand truck and we 
restored its size. 


We then had to push the car (we had gotten it to start, but it was way too 
fucked up to actually drive) with great difficulty many blocks to a shady side 
street where we hoped it would be unnoticed for a long, long time. 


It wasn't like a building suddenly appearing on Dunster street had gone 
unnoticed and the cops were eager to find the pranksters responsible for the 
stunt, but we had managed to cover our tracks. 


Just to make sure, my girlfriend read a different formula to make me forget 
about the whole thing. 


In the early eighties, we would visit her aunt in the place on Dunster street 
frequently until she was just no longer there one day. Life went on. 


Then I got the phone call. "It moved." Somehow, even though she lived 
thousands of miles away, she knew that the old car had moved. Some 
college kids had rolled it down the street. She insisted that we had to move it 
back. 


I said I would hire a tow truck. "No." She said. "We have to do it. I'll be 
there tomorrow." 


When she got to town I didn't recognize her. 35 years had passed. She had 
to ring my cell to get my attention. 


We found the car and with much sweat and pain pushed it back to its 
former parking place next to the pile of junk which included a big stack of 
Simplicity patterns. 


I woke. 
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8/2/2020 


I am in Watertown Square waiting for a bus. It is summer, but the air 
seems to be getting rapidly colder. At first it is like the feeling of standing in 
front of an open refrigerator. There is a white haze in the air that is 
becoming a dense, heavy fog. 


It is now much colder, like around 10 degrees. I can wave my arms 
through the fog and see that I churn up swirling patterns. The air is 
becoming like a frigid liquid. I can see only a few feet around me. 


I try to head for home, but I have serious doubts about making it before I 
freeze to death. 


I wake. 


8/14/2020 


I'm at a party with a couple of male friends and a number of attractive 
women who are the people who live in the apartment where the party is. It 
doesn't seem to be for a particular occasion but everyone is having a good 
time and the possibility of romance is in the air. 


They have made a meal of strange foods like various meats on a stick. One 
of them was actually tiny whole roast pigs on a stick with crispy skins, but 
they seem to be boneless. There is also something like corn on the cob on a 
stick, but there is no actual cob the corn is just attached to the stick itself. 
Everything is served by smiling children in colorful costumes as eastern 
European peasants. It feels like something out of a'30s musical. There is a 
band led by a fiddler wearing a poofy silk shirt and a fez playing ethnic 
flavored swing music. 


One of the women, a tall curvaceous brunette, gets up and starts dancing 
provocatively to the music. She is on top of the piano and winks at me and 
then starts to remove items of her clothing. My friends and the other women 
are transfixed by what they are seeing as am I as I look on with wide eyes 
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and crunch into my pig on a stick that I occasionally dip in a small bowl of 
floyd sauce, which seems to be a concoction of soy sauce, hot peppers, fruit 
puree and something I can't identify, maybe floyd, who knows? 


Before the woman can get too far undressed, I suddenly leap to my feet 
and declare "I must have a malted milkshake!" and I dash out of the 
apartment, down the stairs and out into the street. 


The street is covered in slippery ice and I am in Inman Square in 
Cambridge. There is an ice cream parlor where I can get a malt a couple of 
blocks away. I'm in a hurry, but I can't move too fast on the icy sidewalk. I 
have no coat on but I am only slightly cold. I carry on determined to reach 
the ice cream parlor. 


I get there and the place has some ridiculous fake Italian sounding name, 
but it's set up like a western saloon with swinging doors. The guy at the 
counter is a tall redheaded teenage guy in a crisp uniform and an apron with 
a folded paper hat. He looks exactly like the kind of guy who can make a 
great malt! 


I soon have my malt and am sitting at a table about to drink it when the gal 
who had been dancing on the piano comes through the door! She is now 
stripped down to nothing but lacy panties and a tiny filmy bra. She looks like 
she stepped off of a "spicy" pulp magazine cover. She glares at me, 
apparently pissed off that I had suddenly left the party. 


I quickly leave. 

It is now daytime and I am running over what I think is the frozen surface 
of a lake, but looking down through the ice, I can see farms, towns and roads 
as if 1am high above in an airplane. There is a guy running next to me. He 
looks like an old movie cliche "professor" type. He gently suggests that I 


might be dreaming. I completely dismiss the idea as hogwash. 


On the other side of the lake is an antiques store that I want to break into to 
steal cylinder records from and also some pindle valves. 


I wake. 
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8/17/2020 


I work in a supermarket. my job is making promotional displays on 
endcaps and islands out of cans and boxes of products. 


I made Batman out of boxes of Kraft mac and cheese that was so good 
they gave me a raise and it was featured in the flyer. 


I won praise for making an elaborate wedding cake from cans of 
evaporated milk and pie filling and a huge toaster from boxes of Pop Tarts. 


What I considered my masterpiece was less appreciated: a naked fat man 
with an erection striking a heroic pose made from cans of Spam. 


Philistines! 


8/18/2020 


Scott and I have been invited to attend this event. Sort of a convention/ 
banquet / high tech product launch kind of thing. 


When we arrive we are all herded into this giant banquet hall. Scott and I 
are seated at a table with some guy in a suit who never talks, an overweight 
young guy who is wearing a T-shirt about some video game and a young 
Asian woman who seems to be really stoked to be there. 


The meal is actually quite good although I cannot remember what it 
actually was. We all had a fortune cookie. Scott's fortune says that he won 
all of the presents. A waiter appears and places a huge pile of wrapped gifts 
in front of him. 


I volunteer to go and find someplace to put all of the presents while we go 
to the product launch which has been delayed and they are still keeping 
everyone in the banquet hall. 


I find a locker in the basement and stuff all of the presents into it. When I 
turn around I see a young Ellen Degeneris. She looks like she did in the '80s. 
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She is wearing this sort of long peasant dress, a style I had never seen on 
her. I realized that this must be the afterlife because she was here (yes I am 
aware that in the real world she is still alive) and I congratulate her on 
getting into Heaven. 

I run back upstairs and go past the entrance to the hall where they are 
going to do the product launch to see when it will start. The guy says ten 
minutes and gives me a few snack cakes shaped like the Virgin Mary. 


I go back the banquet and give everyone at the table a Virgin Mary cake. I 
give the Asian girl two because she's cute. 


My alarm goes off. 


8/22/2020 
I dozed off for about twenty minutes at my desk. 

I am talking with a female co-worker who I have admired for her feminine 
attributes. In particular she has lovely lips and eyes. I have no agenda with 
her. She is young enough to be my granddaughter, but she is still quite nice 


to look at. She smells good too. 


For some reason she chooses to tell me she is transsexual. I am truly 
amazed. I tell her she ought to cut an endorsement deal with her doctor. 


The bell on the toaster oven dings and I wake up. Mmmmmmm, pizza! 


From a later sleep in bed on the same date 


I work in an office. I do not know what my job actually is, but I spend all 
of my time helping others get *their* jobs done. 
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Everyone seems to like me there and people, especially women, are 
always looking for a reason to give me a chocolate chip cookie. A lot of the 
time it seems to be because they think it's my birthday. One in particular, a 
department head, has taken sort of a motherly interest in me. She is a black 
woman with comically large breasts. Seriously, you have to be ready to duck 
if she turns around quickly. Most people in the office are a bit afraid of her, 
but she treats me like her special little pet and has me come around pretty 
much every day to help her with some minor computer issue or help move a 
piece of furniture, but most often to unravel some mess her assistant has 
made. 


Her assistant is a very handsome guy. He looks a lot like a young David 
Duchovny and is utterly incompetent at everything. I like him, but he is 
exasperating. The manager absolutely refuses to replace him. 


I am trying to get his printer working that he has somehow gotten out of 
whack. Like the roller that drives the paper has been skewed out of line. 
Apparently he tried to run a cereal box through it. The job takes more than 
two hands and I am working down where the paper tray goes to actually 
straighten the roller and I have him up top ready to snap the little green clips 
into place when I have it in the right position and tell him "now", but he 
always hesitates a few seconds while my hands, which are in an awkward 
position are shaking and jitter it out of line so it ends up in the wrong 
position. This keeps happening again and again. 


I wake. 


8/27/2020 


I think at first that I am a tree. I can vaguely feel my shape and I am like a 
spreading flower, but I can't see myself. Iam mostly blind. Even so I can see 
the swirls of wind whipping around me and the wind contains life, what I 
need to live. 


I am starting to have thoughts and I am wondering if it is wind. Maybe it is 
water that is pushing against me, carrying nutrients. While I am blind, I am 
starting to have a perception of the world. I am in water near the shore and 
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waves are buffeting me. I'm thinking that maybe I am a sea anemone or 
maybe a crinoid. 


I sway back and forth with the powerful waves. The world becomes 
clearer and clearer to me and I start to get a true sense of myself and where I 
am. My feathery tentacles reach into the flow to capture the stuff of life. 


It fades. 


9/5/2020 


It is the 1950s, but not a super real version of the 1950s. Kind of the TV 
version of the '50s sort of Leave it to Beaver, Donna Reed Show, My Little 
Margie kind of thing. 


I work in an office in the city, but I live in Larchmont (which is a town 
where my family lived before I was born) with a wife and a tween age son 
who is half Opie/half Beaver, but the commute was surprisingly efficient. 
Less than an hour each way. 


I don't know exactly what my company did or what my specific job title 
was, but I wore a suit and moved among the execs. There were only a few 
lower tier, tie but no jacket guys. The grunt work was mostly handled by an 
*army* of young, mostly college age women. They are all incredibly well 
presented. None of them look like they hate their job or are plotting to kill 
anyone or themselves. No dark babes here. These girls are all sweetness and 
sunshine. Although most of them are under 25, they have that '50s thing 
where they *seem* older. A lot of that is because they dress like my mom 
and her friends in old photos so it is fashion that I don't really associate with 
hot young women. 


All of these gals had an eagle eye out for the unmarried (and sometimes 
married) execs. It seems to be understood that if they were to reach the age 
of thirty unmarried that they would be shipped off somewhere to be a galley 
slave or something equally odious. The pheromones were thick around here. 
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Pretty much any conversation between suits and one of the female minions 
was padded with tons of sexual innuendo. 


Among the suits, there was a lot of day drinking. All of the guys had a 
bottle in his desk drawer, usually of some sort of "Scotch" barely worthy of 
the name, a blend with all distinctive flavor carefully blandified. No single 
malts for these guys. Their whiskey was a working whiskey with a job to do 
and no funny business. The idea was to keep a smile on your face so you can 
get the job (whatever that job was) done and climb up the ladder. 


I know that was a lot of scene setting, and none of it was action of the 
dream itself, but merely my awareness of the world I was living in. 


So anyway a guy dies at the office. It was pretty undramatic. He had 
apparently had a heart attack and passed away at his desk and everyone just 
thought he had been napping for an hour before someone checked on him. 
He had been forty two years old. For some reason, the big boss decided that 
I was supposed to investigate his death. I was puzzled. What about it was I 
supposed to investigate? The guy croaked at his desk without fanfare. It 
wasn't like he was found dismembered in a locked room. How was 
something like this even part of my job? 


The news about this was not brought to my desk by my secretary. I had 
one, but I was far enough down the chain of command that I had one who 
was "over the hill" my God, she must have been thirty-five if she was a day! 
Her name was Gloria and she knew everything about everything in the 
company, probably a lot more than the boss. She basically did my job for 
me. No I got the memo delivered by a girl from the "pool", a miss Betty 
Plympton. 


Miss Plympton was pretty hot in spite of the fact that although she 
appeared to be around twenty-one, she was squeezed into foundation 
garments that she probably neither needed nor felt comfortable in including 
a ludicrous "bullet" bra. To her credit, compared with most of the other 
office girls, she wore minimal make up for the time. A bit of mascara and 
some very red lipstick seemed to be about it. She handed me the memo and a 
few papers to sign and said "Isn't it terrible about Jim?" 


"Did you know him well?" I asked. 
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"We had cocktails together a couple of times, that's all. He liked art." 


"Art. Was he a weirdo?" In my mind I saw Jim dressed as a cartoonish 
beatnik. 


"T don't think so, but we weren't that close." 


I was enjoying looking at Miss Plympton and conveniently forgetting about 
my wife and home in Larchmont. I suggested that we go to lunch and 
discuss more about what she knew of Jim. She willingly accepted. Over 
Lunch, which was three martinis, we talked about anything but dead Jim! 
Before long I suggested that we might be more comfortable at a hotel. 
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I went into the bath of our room and when I came out I found Miss 
Plympton in a frilly, transparent negligee. She had a very nice figure 
although a very different one than had been suggested by her girdle and 
brassiere. She was very appealing and I could see that every inch of her was 
going to demand a thorough examination. As well as the diaphanous nightie, 
she held in her hand a cigarette that was in a long holder. In her other hand 
was a martini that she handed to me. She peeled off the negligee and stood 
before me fully nude except for a garter belt, stockings and heels. "This is all 
for you." she said. 


I now had a full, hard erection that would not be denied. Fucking this 
woman was all I could think about. 


Suddenly the TV was on and there was a very young Walter Cronkite 
Talking about the mysterious death at my office. He named me as the chief 
investigator on the case and said that authorities were wondering why I was 
dragging my feet! Jesus Christ, I had only gotten the assignment an hour 
ago! 


I turned around to share my incredulity with Miss Plympton only to see 
that she was now fully dressed and heading for the door. 


"Hey, where are you going?" 

"I'm sorry, I just can't be with a guy who drops the ball! How would that 
make me look? I need to get back before I'm fired." The door slams behind 
her. 

I turn to look back at the TV. Cronkite is shaking his head at me. "You 
had that! You were right there and blew it! She's right, you dropped the 
ball!" 

I say, "Fuck off, Walter!" 


A couple of firemen burst into the room and start spraying water on 
everything. 


I wake. 
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9/7/2020 
Number one-morning sleep. 


Just a few seconds before waking up, I actually hear someone ringing the 
neighbor's doorbell. The rest is my dream. 


The doorbell rings and I go to answer it There stands a man wearing a 
dashiki and a kufi holding a Wedgwood plate with some powdered donuts, 
Napoleons and chocolate eclairs. 


"Greetings!" he says, "I am Mister Yagumbe. I have brought pastry!" 


I wake. The guy is still ringing the neighbor's doorbell. 


Number two- afternoon sleep. A lot of dream logic in this one 


There is a YouTube video of this guy with a panicked look on his face 
driving a burning car. The distance and angle of the shot was as if it had 
been filmed by someone riding on the hood pointing the camera back 
through the windshield. I was looking at it on my phone in the restaurant 
where I worked. We all knew who the driver was because he worked here. 


Right after I viewed the video with a few co-workers looking over my 
shoulder he comes in. 


He's wearing a '30s style suit with a fedora hat. It is still smelly and 
smoking. The car is parked out front, still in flames. We are all excitedly 
talking to him asking him why he didn't just stop the car and get out rather 
than drive it around in flames taking video. 

"I didn't want t'leave it where kids could get hurt." 


A blond waitress says, "Kids? I didn't see any kids!" 


"Oh, they was there alright, believe you me! Kid everywhere! 
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I said. "Nobody saw any kids." 


He brings his face close to mine and snarls at me. “There was kids, see? 
Lots of ‘em!” 


The manager says, “They must have been on the way here to see the 
mayor speak!” 


The guy in the singed suit looks nervous. “Nah! They was headed 
somewhere else, but I had to get the burning car away or it could have been 
real bad!” 


The manager says, “Well, I guess that makes you a hero!” 
“That’s right, I’m a hero! That’s the story here. I’m the hero!” 


The blonde leans close to me and speaks in my ear. “I think he’s full of 
malarkey!” 


“Yeah, it doesn’t seem to add up.” I say to him, “This all doesn’t sound 
like it’s on the level. What really happened?” 


He is looking annoyed. “Lookie, we don’t have time to talk about this 
now. The mayor will be here any minute. His special pasta was in the car 
and got all burnt up. I gotta go make up some more!” 


“Make up some more screwy stories, ya mean.” Muttered the blonde under 
her breath. 


The mayor comes in followed by a couple of cigar puffing cronies who look 
like the Monopoly man. The mayor is a tall, thin man in an immaculate suit. 


I’m in the kitchen watching the guy from the car attempting to make the 
special pasta. He is boiling a couple of unopened jars of spaghetti sauce. He 
has removed the labels from them and cut them into strips tossing the strips 
on a plate, He dumps sauce over them and says. “Fit for a mayor!” The 
manager looks super proud of him, but me and the blonde are both rolling 
our eyes. 
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It’s later and the mayor is speechifying. Me and the waitress have had a 
long term disagreement about the mayor. I voted for him, she didn’t. Truth 
be told he was a pretentious blowhard, but I liked him because he was a 
snappy dresser. 


I don’t remember the speech or even if it really actually happened in the 
dream, but he ended it by saying, “...and the parade tomorrow will start at 
slightly noon.” 


2y>? 


The blond says, “Whatta horse’s ass!” she snorts. “’Slightly noon 
“Yeah. I guess that does sound kinda stupid.” I say. 


I wake. 


9/15/2020 


Some sort of inexplicable disaster has happened to the Earth. What few 
humans are left are naked, confused, afraid, but are somehow still trying to 
manage things. The surface of the world is just tiny shifting patches of 
ground that move, break apart and reform. The land is like chunks of 
Styrofoam on an endless sea except there isn't water below, but a void into 
which anyone can plunge and be lost forever at any time. Pieces of it 
separate and reconfigure on a minute by minute basis. 


Yet, with this going on, the pathetic remnant of humanity continues to 
attempt to impose its administration of the world. 


On one day a tiny patch has come together that has been labeled 
"Mexifranceachussetts" and I have been appointed as its governor even 
though it will exist for only an hour at best, but everyone insists that anarchy 
must not be permitted to take over, that someone must be in charge. 


I lose my patience and run everyone else off of my little floating patch so 
they will just stop talking at me and pretending they can control what is 
happening. 

The ground is starting to give way beneath me. I wake. 
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9/22/2020 


Although I in real life lived in the city of Cambridge for decades, in this 
dream I am visiting it as a tourist hosted by my eldest brother Kim who in 
real life lives in Manhattan. 


I have come to observe the many interesting customs practiced in 
Cambridge. For instance, on the day I arrive which happens to be the 12th of 
May, everyone is required to dress in blue or they will be given a stiff fine. 
The same day the following month is go naked day, but I won't be in town 
for that. 


My brother is kindly driving me all over town to various points of interest. 
In waking life, neither of us drives. We visit the Museum of Sounds, the 
birthplace of Polaroid photographs, the world's largest shoelace factory, etc. 
I meet and shake hands with the mayor who is also the world's third tallest 
man and we spend part of an afternoon flying around in bird suits. 


After a few days I have to go home. I don't know where it was I was 
actually supposed to live. I ask Kim for a ride to the airfield. He is trying to 
convince me to stay another day for the Rock 'n' Roll parade, a world 
renowned event where all of the garage bands in the state march trying to 
play louder than one another. I decline and he lets me off at the airfield. 


As I am walking away he suddenly calls my name and comes after me only 


to fall flat on his face in the parking lot! I'm thinking "Shit! That must have 
really hurt!" just as my alarm goes off. 
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9/24/2020 


I am one of four suitors to a very smart and attractive woman. All four of 
us have been invited to spend the weekend at her home which is a sprawling 
mansion. To our surprise, she is not there but we are being entertained by 
her four sisters who range in age from around 20 to 35, all quite lovely and 
rather challenging women. 


We play games, converse, eat and drink, take walks and horse rides 
together. To some degree they are also trying to tempt us with sex. letting us 
see them in revealing outfits, making excuses to touch us of have us touch 
them, lots of hugs and chaste, but promising kisses. It becomes clear that we 
are being vetted for the role of their sister's boyfriend. 


In one incident the eldest sister wanted to model a new lavender silk blouse 
she had bought. It was thin and clingy, “I think I should wear it braless. I 
think I can get away with it. The girls are still firm and perky.” I had in fact 
noticed that. 


“It looks good on you.” I say noncommittally. 
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“But do you think my boobs look good? Firm? You can touch them if you 
like,” She actually winks at me. 


“Umm... I’m dating your sister. I don’t think she would like that. I don’t 
think it would be right either.” 


She pouts a little, but I think I have scored some points. 


On our final afternoon there they line us up and assess our pluses and 
minuses with embarrassing frankness. It turns out that the guy standing next 
to me is actually a demon, but that doesn't seem to automatically exclude 
him from consideration. At one point during this he turns and says a few 
phrases in demonic language, but to some extent it seems like he is kidding. 
They note that I am the oldest of the lot and not rich which seems to count 
against me more than the guy being a demon counts against him. 


Unfortunately, my alarm went off before I found out what happened next. 


9/25/2020 


I am visiting my mother. In this dream she is in her 50s. Her room mate is 
Marina Sirtis (STNG era) just as herself, not in character. Mom and Marina 
have set out a table of snacks. The choices are a little strange. There is apple 
cider, tortillas, blueberry jam, cream cheese and pretzles. 
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Marina is working out all the time on some sort of universal gym machine. 
It seems to mildly annoy Mom. Marina keeps encouraging Mom to give the 
machine a try. 


I find the dynamic between them interesting. Deanna Troi was Mom's least 
favorite STNG character and Marina knows tt. 


I am spreading cream cheese and jam on a tortilla when I wake. 


9/27/2020 


A dream about a post apocalyptic future. I'm not going to attempt to write 
it all down here. I just got done audio recording about a half hour's worth of 
notes, but here is some of it. The weird thing is that all of this occurred 
between when my alarm went off and I hit snooze and 20 minutes later when 
it went off again. 


I think it is the early 22nd century. 


I am in a converted rail yard. The old train cars are converted into show 
rooms for various goods, meat, agricultural products of all sorts, furniture, 
clothing, tech products including a wide variety of weapons. None of the 
non food stuff is new, it's all recovered and repaired from the Previous, the 
time before things fell apart. 


It wasn't a war, it was more comparable to the fall of Latin Rome. Yes, 
there were invasions, and terrorism, but it was no single thing. Mostly it was 
just people losing faith and trust in one another to the point that the fabric of 
society ultimately became undone. It started in parts of the USA, Russia and 
Europe but rapidly the dominoes fell to encompass the whole planet. 
Without the big economies, the small ones could not persist. China was one 
of the longer holdouts against encroaching anarchy. The horrors that the 
Chinese inflicted upon their own people in the name of holding their 
civilization together were unspeakable and ultimately ineffective. Within a 
generation the world had descended into a weird, teched up medievalism. 
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The world population had declined dramatically. lifespans were short. 
Medicine, law, standards and justice were all but nonexistent. 


I was at the market with some associates who I was sort of in business 
with. Sort of, because there was no fixed mode of economy or agreed upon 
medium of exchange. There were several competing currencies, some more 
trusted than others. Precious metals were regarded as pretty standard, but the 
bulk of business transacted by ordinary people was by barter. We were there 
to obtain food and supplies for our camp. I don't know how many. people or 
exactly what our "business" was. There were four of us in the shopping party 
plus a defender. The defender was a weaponized robot of improvised design 
built mostly from parts of other things. Not much to look at but reasonably 
effective and intimidating looking. I was the one who made the purchasing 
decisions, the others were helpers who drove carry carts. 


One of them was a young woman who was a "Mutant". Mutants were not 
genetically altered from the majority of humans, the name was self applied 
to their subculture that revolved around science fiction, media shows, comic 
stories, etc., all of which were still going on in a limited fashion in this fallen 
world. Mutants were an eccentric lot. My companion was technically totally 
nude except that she was burdened with a large amount of gear that 
effectively covered much of her skin. Much of her equipment looked like 
something other than what it was. What looked like a jet pack did in fact 
allow her to hover above the ground, but it was actually based on quad- 
copter technology, no rockets involved. Her helmet that appeared to have 
vision enhancing goggles were actually mostly her communications setup 
and internet access. She carried what appeared to be an elaborate energy 
weapon that was actually a home made muzzle loading rifle. As well she 
was decked out in numerous other devices, most of which were far lower 
tech than they appeared to be. 


Her nudity was not overly titillating anyway as she did not keep herself in 
the best of shape. She went nude because in her mind it was “transgressive”. 
In truth, nothing in this world was truly transgressive. There were no 
universal standards to transgress. Even in the case of the worst crimes. One 
might be subject to revenge, but not to any system or philosophy of justice. 
It was a dark age. 


But the action and the plot, such as it was, of the dream was the market. We 
bought seed corn, vegetables, a whole butchered hog, several large bags of 
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soy beans, a replacement solar panel, several kilos of marijuana, a barrel of 
whiskey, malt and hops to brew beer with, a dozen live chickens, a couple of 
kegs of black powder, computer parts, upgrade parts for the defender, 
batteries, and a couple of clean looking slaves for sexual service, one male 
and one female. 


We loaded the truck. The team rode in the back with the cargo, the slaves 
up front with me so there would be no “first tries” by the team. 


I was approaching the home compound, which frankly I was quite 
interested in seeing when the alarm went off. 


10/4/2020 


I was in a drive in movie with my grandparents seeing a double bill of 
"Child Bride of the Sex Fiend" and "Lambada, the Forbidden Dance". I think 
Child Bride was an Ed Wood film. 


10/6/2020 


It is a different time, not one I had ever lived through, not one anybody had 
lived through, a time that never was. 


I was sixteen years old. I was me, but a different version of me. I wore 
jeans and a plaid flannel shirt. I was wearing black high top sneakers. In my 
waking life I wore pretty much *only* work boots when I was that age. I 
had no beard or mustache and my hair was clipped into a neat flat top. 

I saw the front page of the paper nailed to a telephone pole and the headline 
was: 


Celebrated beauty, The Widow James marries! Happy couple is 
honeymooning in Tahiti. 


That was great news because I knew the Widow James had a beautiful 
daughter who would be alone in the house. I decided to go visit and maybe 
get a bit of good loving! 
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I hopped on my bike to head over to her house. The town I was in was 
some sort of lumber community with mostly packed dirt roads. Trucks 
hauling big cargoes of huge logs filled those roads with only the occasional 
small pickup truck here and there. 


Widow James' house was at the bottom of a steep hill. I started zooming 
down it. I started singing Roll Over Beethoven at the top of my lungs. 


"Early in the mornin' I'm a givin' you my warnin' 
Don't you step on my blue suede shoes! 
I say hey diddle diddle, I'm a play my fiddle, 
Got nothin’ to lose! 
Roll over Beethoven, they're rockin' in two by two!” 


For a little bit there are a few guys riding down the hill beside me singing 
along. The roadway on the hill is full of giant trucks that are stuck in the 
mud, but I just weave around them. As I am making my way around the 
stranded trucks, I am losing the other guys. 


I pull up in front of the house and drop my bike on the lawn. I'm still 
singing and Chuck Berry is with me playing the guitar. 


Well she wiggles like a glow worm 
and she dances like a spinnin’ top! 
She's got a crazy little partner 
you should see them reel and rock! 
Long as she got a dime, 
the music won't ever stop! 
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As I reach the door the music and Chuck both fade out. I knock and the 
girl answers. In the dream I knew her name, but I couldn't remember it after 
waking. ( It came to me later that it was Sharon). She was quite happy to see 
me and kissed me on the lips. 


She was very pretty. A few inches shorter than me. She had wavy black 
hair that she wore kind of long, a good foot past her shoulders reaching just 
past the middle of her back, well kept and very glossy, pale skin and hazel 
eyes and her lips were a soft rose color. She wore a very simple and sort of 
shapeless white dress that didn't reveal much, but I knew from previous 
experience that it concealed a very nice and well developed figure for a 
sixteen year old. She also wore a pair of black cotton stockings without 
shoes. 


"I heard your mom got married." 


"Yeah, to an astronaut! They're going to be honeymooning for weeks and 
then he's taking her to the other moon!" 


"Wow! That's something. I hope they're happy!" 


"You won't let me get lonely while they're away, will you?" There was a 
whole lot of sex bubbling beneath that question. 


"T sure won't!" 
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She stepped back and took off her dress. Actually it just sort of wasn't there 
anymore and she was nude except for the stockings that came up to mid 
thigh. She really had a knockout figure, much more like a mature woman 
than a sixteen year old with heavy breasts, broad hips and a substantial firm 
bottom. Her nipples were the same shade as her lips. 


I responded appropriately to this sight. The general was at attention and 
ready for duty! We were soon rolling on her mother's bed. As per usual, the 
dream sex was sort of glossed over (damn my prude of a dream editor!) but 
it was satisfying to all concerned. 


After the love we lay side by side and she put her head close to mine and 
spoke in a voice that was like the wind blowing through a long abandoned 
house. "We never were, neither one of us, and we never will be. We only get 
one life and it wasn't this one!" 


I closed my eyes and through my eyelids I saw the astronaut's space ship 
flying in the sky. 


I woke with urgent morning wood and barely made it to the bathroom in 
time. 


10/10/2020 


This is the first and hopefully only dream I have had about my shitty job at 
Target. 


I was stocking a department where I don’t usually work. I was putting 
these realistic mechanical toys on the shelves that depicted people engaged 
in various sex acts. I guess the idea was to collect them all. I was constantly 
being corrected by a couple of newly promoted young team leaders who 
were savoring their newfound power, a guy and a gal. They were really quite 
young, maybe 19 or 20. The guy was a pimple-faced redhead with an 
annoying voice who wouldn’t shut up about how cool he thought the toys 
were. The girl was a short, pretty brunette who was dressed way more 
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provocatively than Target would ever allow, she had this open mesh top that 
made her perky young breasts quite visible. Her nipples actually protruded 
through the mesh. It would have been titillating if she didn’t have such an 
obnoxious personality. She kept telling me to turn the toys at this or that 
angle so they would be more aesthetic while I just wanted to get the work 
done. Right before I woke I shouted “Fuck off, bitch!” at her. 


This dream was trying so hard to be sexy and failing so miserably. 


10/17/2020 


I am at work on a loading dock. It isn't the best run place. There is debris 
strewn around, high stacks of empty wood pallets in warehouse corridors, 
safety bars removed from forklifts presumably to enhance line of sight, no 
warehouse mirrors anywhere. 


I am moving a dense, heavy load, truck engine blocks I think, with a pallet 
jack, apparently because someone thought that not using a power lift was 
"just fine, just do it, ok." 


I give a good yank to get my load moving and back into a high stack of 
pallets and they tumble over. One of them strikes a forklift driver mostly 
beheading him. Like suddenly there is blood everywhere and people are 
running and shouting. 


It is a very shocking scene and it makes me suddenly realize that I'm 
dreaming and on my way back to consciousness. But I have now realized I'm 
dreaming and I want to see what happens next so I am trying to hang around 
a bit longer, but now everyone has stopped and are just looking at me. It isn't 
accusation because I caused the mishap, they are just impatient for me to 
leave and wake up, so I do. 


10/21/2020 


I am in a grocery store, but I am also doing my laundry. I get both the 
groceries and the laundry and I go to a changing room to put on some fresh 
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laundered clothing, but I'm tired and decide to take a nap. I am wakened by 
the guy who checked me out. He asks me to return to the check out because 
another customer has a complaint about me. I can't imagine what it might be 
but I get up and start to get dressed. for some reason I am having a hard time 
just pulling on a pair of pants and a t-shirt. 


I wake while struggling with this and never learn what the other 
customer's complaint was. 


10/26/2020 


I am in my twenties and I am a restaurant worker which is what I mostly 
did when I was in my twenties in waking life, but my situation was different 
than my real life situation had been. I am living in what is apparently New 
York city on the fifth floor of a cheap apartment building that has store 
fronts on the ground floor. 


It seems like the '70s. The town has that very lived in lived in look with 
lots of lower income working people living there and a kind of funky 
atmosphere. Definitely pre-Giuliani. 
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I live with my girlfriend, Tracey who does not correspond to anyone I ever 
had a serious relationship with in my real life, but she does strongly 
resemble a waitress I worked with in real life who I was just casual friends 
with. She is a pretty blonde with a cheerful attitude and a free spirit. She isn't 
all that smart, like she has never read a book, but she has a sweet 
personality. Not my first choice for the type of girl I would have wanted to 
be with, but she pays half the rent and loves to fuck. Things could be worse. 
Throughout the dream she is wearing a standard light blue waitress uniform. 


I am trying to fix a cheap coffee maker that I rescued from being thrown 
out at work. It is a big urn type machine that makes and holds about twenty- 
five cups at a time and is tricky to get it to make only a few cups for me and 
Tracey, plus it takes up a lot of space in our tiny pad, but it was free and that 
counts for a lot. It breaks a lot which is why I'm fixing it and coincidentally 
why they were throwing it out in the first place. 


As a sideline I make clown paintings that I sell to tourists by the park on 
Saturdays and Sundays. I pride myself on the fact that I don't just make up 
clowns, I get real clowns to come and model for me so if you were to just 
drop by my place at some random time there would be a good chance that 
there would be a clown in the house. 
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So I was fixing the coffee maker and Tracey is telling me that she is being 
fucked around on her hours at work. She is a waitress at a different place 
from the one where I work. It actually is in the ground floor of the building 
where we live. 


She has called her union representative, a woman named Cassie, who I 
remembered as having worked at a topless cocktail bar downtown, but I 
hadn't seen her in years. Honestly it was not her face I remembered best 
about her. She showed up at the same time as my model, an unsavory and 
down and out looking clown who appeared to have been drawn by Robert 
Crumb. Cassie was wearing a mini skirt with fishnets and high heels and 
was topless except for a pair of gold sequined tasseled pasties. Her hair was 
teased way up and she had far too much makeup on. She had a folder with 
her that had a bunch papers from the union. 
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Cassie starts conferring with my girl and I set to work painting the clown 
who is named LaMarr and although in full costume and make up, looks like 
he has just been in a bar fight. He wants to be paid up front and also wants to 
know if he has to be nude. I consider it, but decide it wouldn't sell to the 
Sunday park crowd. 


At around this point a huge passenger jet flies right past my window 


making a loud noise, but I am the only one who seems to have noticed. I 
shrug it off and continue to paint. 
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Cassie finally finishes up with Tracey and says that the union is going to 
send a letter to her boss. As she is getting up to leave, LaMarr points at her 
tits and asks, "Hey, can you twirl those tassels?" 


She grins and says "You bet!" and shows us a few spins, one at a time, 
together, opposite directions. She definitely has skills. 
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I ask her, "Are you working late tonight?" 


! 


“T’m actually between jobs right now, I'm just heading home.' 
I'm confused. "Then why are you dressed like that?" 
"Whaddaya mean? This is just how I dress." 

"Oh." 


LaMarr is about to say something when my alarm goes off. 


10/31/2020 


I am slow in a fast world like a snail among gazelles. I think and act, but 
the gears grind slowly. No one has the patience for me. I am plodding 
through the streets of the town and there is some sort of festival taking place. 
People are zipping around me. 


Once in a while someone will stop beside me to sell me something or ask 
me who I plan on voting for or simply to say something to me, but they 
speak too fast for me to understand. It is almost like sped up film but it has 
been pitch corrected so that the voices do not have that Alvin and the 
Chipmunks quality, but they are still too fast to understand and they quickly 
give up in exasperation and move on to quicker folks to make merry with. 


I look up and the clouds are racing across the sky and the sun moves 
visibly as I watch. I try to cross the street and cars are zipping past me. They 


are just blurs. I am in the middle of the street with cars flowing past me like 
a rapid stream. 


It fades. 
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11/1/2020 


We were being revived from what I believe was suspended animation, a 
large group of people. We were carefully removed from cocoon-like 
devices. I don't know how far in the future it was. The people who attended 
to us looked more or less like contemporary people. 


We were provided with clothing to choose from to dress ourselves as we 
pleased. Each and every one of us chose to go bottomless with neither pants 
nor skirts nor underwear. We all made the choice independently, but 
unanimously. 


The revival room morphed into a cocktail party where a room full of 
bottomless people were standing around drinking and telling one another 
jokes about animals. 


11/6/2020 


I am in a well appointed parlor with some friends. One of them has his cat 
with him. The cat is actually a guy in a cat costume, but we all accept him as 
a cat. 


We are sitting around a table playing poker for matchsticks and drinking 
grape soda. 


For a few hands we are playing happily, gossiping, telling jokes, etc. and 
the cat, who is named Walter by the way, is sprawled on the couch snoozing 
or stretching, occasionally licking his balls, but he perks up and comes over 
to the table and wants to be dealt in. He doesn't care for grape soda but 
accepts a glass of chocolate milk. 


The game continues pretty much in the same fashion as before. Walter 
kind of sucks at poker because he has an obvious tell of flicking the tip of 
his tail when he has a bad hand. He does win once in a while out of pure 
chance though. 
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I ask him what he has been up to. The guy who is his owner shakes his 
head at me and puts his finger to his lips to shut me up, but it is too late and 
Walter is already telling me about how he spent the day in the yard lying in 
the sun and climbing trees. It seemed like mundane cat stuff and I didn't see 
why his owner didn't want me to get him talking, but then.... 


"So anyway, I was up in this tree and on a branch below me was a Robin's 
nest and the mother robin was cramming bugs into the mouths of her little 
naked chicks. She didn't see me and I knew I was going to be able to have 
her and the chicks too! Well, she didn't see me, but Father Red Breast did 
and he swooped down at me cheeping like crazy and trying to peck at me! 
He only had me off balance for a second though. He landed on the branch a 
few feet in front of me shrieking at me, but he didn't know how fast I was. I 
pounced and got my claws into him and we fell out of the tree together. I 
was fine, but he was all broken up. I tore off one of his wings and he wailed 
in pain. It was such a sweet sound! His blood flowed and I licked it up and 
then bit into his breast. He made a few more noises and then twitched and 
died. It was a fine repast! Mother Robin looked on from above weeping in 
horror. It was such perfect dinner music! Before too long Father Robin was 
just a pile of bones and feathers and I had a full belly. Before I went inside 
to lie on the couch, I told mother Robin that I would see her tomorrow! All 
in all, it was a pretty good day!" 


The other guys were looking horrified at Walter's story. I was feeling a bit 
sick. His owner was face palming while Walter himself smiled smugly and 
took a sip of chocolate milk. 


I woke. 


11/10/2020 


I am attempting to visit Rob Chalfen at his old building on Grant Street in 
Cambridge. It isn't quite the same building that the actual waking life 
version of it was. This building is a much more iffy proposition. For one 
thing the building in the back where I had lived was absent and a dense stand 
of woods replaced most of the buildings on the block. All that was there 
were Rob's place and the various Harvard buildings. 
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The building was in some disrepair and sort of a sink hole had formed 
around it making sort of a moat filled with dirty water. It was about six feet 
wide but there was a narrower part only about four feet wide around one side 
of the house. The ground floor had a railed porch surrounding the entire 
house so I was able to leap across at the narrow point and then inch my way 
around to the front where there was a space in the rails for the front steps. 


I walked up to the front door, but there was no bell. I shouted up to Rob to 
ask him to come down and let me in. He stuck his head out of the third floor 
window and said he would take care of it. He hollers down the stairs to the 
first floor tenant to please let me in. The tenant hollers back that he doesn't 
know me and is concerned about the safety of admitting me. Rob shouts 
back, "I know him, ferchrissake will ya just let him in please?" They end up 
getting into a shouting argument that covers a lot of ground including how 
the tenant hasn't paid rent for the last two months while I am still standing 
outside on the slippery steps worried about falling into the water. 


Finally after several minutes the downstairs guy opens the door for me, but 
won't let me in until I sign a paper absolving him of any responsibility for 
my presence. 


The stairs are in poor repair and I mount them gingerly. On the second 
floor landing there is an upright piano stuck halfway in the apartment door 
like someone was trying to get it in or out and it got stuck so they just gave 


up. 


I get to the third floor and knock on the door. Rob lets me in and quickly 
puts a glass of wine in my hand and apologizes for the guy on the first floor. 
"We have issues" he explains. He points at a big pile of cardboard boxes and 
says, "Well, there they are. Take as many as you need." Apparently the 
reason for my visit is to collect some cardboard boxes although I don't have 
a clue as to why I need them. 


Rob says "Never fear the future." 


I wake. 
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11/14/2020 


It may be the future and it may not be Earth. I am young, in my early 30s. I 
and my companions (tribe?) live in what seems like a rainforest. It 1s hot, 
over 100F and we are all naked save for pouches to hold our various things. 
It is not really a sexy kind of naked as we are all sweaty and have bits of 
forest litter stuck all over us. 


There are very large beasts in the forest, like brontosaurus sized. They are 
slug-like with wet skins and are harmless so long as they don't go over you 
and crush you under their weight. That doesn't usually happen because they 
are noisy and you can hear them coming. It is not because they knock over 
trees because their soft bodies can just squeeze between tree trunks, but 
because they sing constantly. It is somewhere between bird calls and whale 
songs with both high pitched and low pitched elements. The songs are very 
complex and the creatures may be intelligent, but they are completely 
oblivious to humans. The deal seems to be that we leave them alone, they 
leave us alone. 


In my pouch is a device that in my mind I think of as a "Swiss Army 
Knife", but it really isn't. It is a very high tech gizmo sort of like a cell 
phone, sort of like a ray gun that is able to handle most situations that may 
turn up in the forest. 


We are out there searching for a particular type of fruit. It is large, green, 
sweet and spicy. It is also highly nutritious. The beasts like it too so we have 
to go searching for it somewhere the beasts don't go. We find a few of the 
trees with the fruit and we set to cutting the fruit down this rays from our 
Swiss Army Knives and catching them in cloth bags. In the distance we can 
hear the beast songs as we work. 


It fades. 


It should be noted that this whole thing took only a couple of minutes, I 
just knew all of this back story. 
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11/16/2020 


By chance I met a well known erotic actress, one who is known for being 
very beautiful, but never speaking in her videos. She uses a very ordinary 
English name, but it is well known that she is actually Czech and doesn't 
speak English. (Anna Kolafova AKA “Connie Carter’) 
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Anyway, I see her in the supermarket and just wave at her and say "I like 
your work!" She smiles and waves back, but doesn't say anything. 


I don't want to be one of those people who imposes on a celebrity's space 
so I just let her go by. As she passes I see that she is wearing sandals and 
that she has had the front part of both feet neatly amputated. I meet her eyes 
apparently looking sad. She says "Is noting!" and hustles away. 


11/24/2020 


I was on an island, I'm not sure where. It was summer in a temperate zone, 
perhaps it was in the Isles of the Shoals, but I didn't recognize the landscape. 
It has low hills covered in grass and the occasional deciduous tree. 


I am with a woman who I am apparently in a relationship with, but I don't 
know who she is and I can't see her face. She tells me that my mother wants 
to see me. We set off across the island. The island is small maybe only about 
a square mile. Along the way I stop at a little store to pick up some Little 
Debbie cakes. Not all of them are wrapped and they don't have a bag to give 
me so I accept a small cardboard box to carry them in. 


My mother is standing on a hill with a number of other elderly ladies, but 
they are just standing there, not chatting or doing anything else. Just 
standing there. Mom is facing away from me, her gray hair looks like a 
mushroom cap from behind. 


I get up there and I realize that the woman I was with is no longer there 
and I have somehow misplaced the Little Debbie cakes. Mom looks about 
the age she was when she passed but more or less healthy and alert although 
her mood seems a bit on the grumpy side. She is holding and talking on an 
old Bakelite desk phone with a rotary dial. When I get next to her she passes 
me the receiver and says "Talk to your brother." 
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It is my brother Simon on the other end of the line. We are chatting about 
this and that as we used to in the past before he was in the home. Mostly 
about pop culture and advances in science. He was very excited about the 
discovery of living dinosaurs in Indonesia. We talked for a while and I said 
goodbye and handed the phone back to Mom who hung up without saying 
good bye. "He sounded good." I said. 


"He is hiding something." Said Mom. 


My alarm went off. 


11/23/2020 


I don't have much but a few pieces of this one because of the way I woke 
from it 


I work in a restaurant that only opens for dinner. I don't really know what 
sort of food we serve. The crew shows up a few hours before opening to set 
up for dinner. I think I'm the dishwasher or a busboy. I might be both. 


The previous night was apparently kind of crazy and there is a lot to clean 
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up. There are broken dishes around, items of clothing, damaged furniture. It 
looks like there might have been a fight or an orgy, maybe both. I have no 
internal backstory of what transpired, all I know is that the place has to be 
cleaned up before we can open. 


The mail arrives and in it is a large envelope addressed to me. I open it and 
it contains my wallet with a large amount of money in it. As well there is a 
T-shirt promoting some heavy metal band and a lady's handbag. I don't 
recognize either of the last two items so I turn them over to the manager who 
is a very fashionable young Asian woman. She sniffs the shirt and tosses it 
in the trash in disgust and holds up the purse and asks if it belongs to anyone 
here. 


There is no positive response so she turns out its contents onto a table. 
There were make up items, some pieces of expensive looking jewelry, a live 
cat and a small handgun. No one claimed any of it so everything was put 
back in and it went to the lost and found. 


There was a drawer in the manager's office that had some pieces of art I 
had been working on, stuff that was intricately engraved on thick pieces of 
plexiglass I can't bring back exactly what it looked like. I was looking at 
them when my cell phone started ringing. It was an unknown number and I 
tried to just shut it off but 1t wouldn't stop, it just got louder. 


I was swearing and pushing with all of my might on the cutoff button as I 
woke and realized that my alarm was going off. 


12/4/2020 
I dozed off at my desk while watching a movie. 
In my dream I was nudged awake by a guy sitting across the table from me 
in the pub. "Hey! I was talkin' to you!" He says. He was a large, sweaty man, 


poorly shaven with receding hairline. He looked like he had slept in his suit. 


"I'm sorry. It's late." 
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"I was telling you about the legend of Monkey Joe." 

"Oh yeah...was he a *real* monkey?" 

The guy facepalms. "No, ya dipshit. He wasn't a real monkey." 
"So why did the call him Monkey Joe?" 


"He *knew* monkeys. He knew them real good, ya know, in the Biblical 
sense." 


"Ew! " 


"Hey! There is a reason why he is a legend if you'll just shut up and let me 
tell it!" 


"I'm sorry. Carry on." I'm making that "get the hell on with it" gesture. 
"Joe and me went to 'Nam together........ 
..and something went *CRASH* in the apartment next door followed by 


sleepy swearing in Portuguese. I snapped awake at my desk and I never did 
hear the legend of Monkey Joe. 
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12/6/2020 
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12/8/2020 


Another one about a job. I am barely working these days, I have no idea 
why I still dream so much about work. 


I work in a place that may be the campus of a major corporation. It looks a 
bit like a shopping mall, but there aren't a lot of places to shop. There is a 
Starbucks and a place to get things like postcards and various things with the 
company logo printed on them. 


Everyone calls me "Jimez" and I answer to it. I think my job is something 
between public relations and security. I wear black pants and shoes with a 
blue shirt and a black tie. I carry a tablet computer with me everywhere I go. 
The computer interface looks like a nude woman with fairy wings. I say 
she's nude, but her body has no features as if she were wearing a leotard, but 
it is her skin. She can actually fly out of the computer to do things for me, 
like if I send an email she actually flies out of the screen with an envelope in 
her hand to go deliver it. 


There is a guy who oversees the work of guys like me. He is called Renner 
and he resembles both in look and behavior a boss I had once who was 
unhinged and on drugs. He is a bully, but an ineffectual one. Prone to threats 
of violence, but no one has ever seen him actually hit anyone. 


A few of us have been gathered in an office for a briefing by one of the 
suits. It is very routine and while he is droning on I look at an alert on my 
tablet which is also very routine, but I guess Renner notices me looking. At 
the end of the briefing we are each given the choice to select either a phone 
or a small box of art supplies, both with the company logo on them. I take 
the art supplies, everyone else takes a phone. 


Outside, Renner stops me and threatens to beat the shit out of me for 
disrespecting the exec in the meeting. I tell him to go ahead, but it won't be 
the last time he hears about it. I and he both know that if I don't report 
something like that to HR and they hear about it from somewhere else that I 
will be disposed of. I'm not sure exactly what "disposed of" means, but it's 
worse than just being fired, if I do report it, that's what would happen to 
Renner. He attempts to menace me for a few more minutes, but I know 
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nothing is going to happen. He finally tells me to take the art supplies and go 
do a decoration workshop with some of the employee's kids. 


I am in a room with kids having them all make a card for their parents. 
The dream fades. 


At some point during this I became vaguely aware that I was dreaming, 
not in a way that I could take control of it, but an awareness that nothing 
that happened here have high stakes. None of it mattered. 


OK 2K 2K 3 2K 2 25 8 24k 24 28 2 2s 24s 24s fe Is 2Ie 2k 2 2K OK ok 


A second episode of dreaming after returning to bed. 


I lived in a different apartment, a floor in a NYC style town house. I enter 
the building and the woman on the second floor, a stock sassy black woman 
character invites me into her place. A few friends are there including Rob 
Chalfen and we are chatting convivially. At some point, Chalfen suddenly 
gets up and leaves and a short time later I decided to leave myself and head 
down to my place. 


I spot Chalfen outside the building and go out to meet him. He has done a 
terrible job of cutting off his beard. Not neat at all. I ask him what gives and 
he says he just suddenly couldn't stand it on his face anymore. I ask him if 
he is in the mood for a dram of Scotch and he says yes and to bring some up 
to his place which is right next door. I tell him I'll be there in ten minutes. 


I enter his building and realize that I don't know which apartment is his. I 
run into several people as I climb the stairs and ask where he 1s and they all 
direct me upward. Finally I emerge into this big wood paneled room full of 
dark stained oak tables and chairs with at least fifty people sitting about, 
some eating or drinking, others just chatting. I spot Rob at a table with two 
other people and I wave . 


As I am approaching the table I wake. 
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‘Dream Journal 12/12/2020 a 
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| ] number of baskets. 
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She has brought many baskets containing a wondrous 
fruit that is both sweet and savory, a gift from the 
king of a neighboring land. They are hoping to grow 
the stuff locally. As I savor the flesh of one of 
them at her behest she explains that she wants me to 
devise some dishes to tantalize the palate of og 
the king. ¥ y 
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"Why me?" I ask. There is a kitchen staffed by several excellent 
chefs. Yes, I have some talent in cookery, but I am still the guy 
who shovels the horse shit. It turns out that it is supposed to 

be a surprise and she doesn't want 

the king to literally catch a whiff 

of what’s going on until the time is 
right so I will experiment and devise 
the recipes for the cooking staff that 
they will use only on the day of a 
great banquet that she’s planning in 
secret. If I do this I will be 
rewarded with marriage to a milkmaid I 
lust after, a comfortable little house 
on the castle grounds and a less shitty 
job, but I am warned to not disappoint 
j her or let news of my doings become 
known. 


>. ~ 
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Now there are these 
two guys,they are 
minor cooks on the 
kitchen staff that 
somehow hear a rumor 
that the queen had 
chosen me to work on 
a culinary project. 

I think these guys 
are Blackadder and 
Baldrick, but 
sometimes they are a 
couple of the Three 
Stooges. It varies. 
Anyway they get it 
into their heads that 
if they get this 
project away from me 
it will improve their 
status and maybe even 
get them elevated to 
head chefs. Of course 
they know very little 
of what I was working 
on, only that they 
see I get meats, vegetables and spices delivered to my little test 
kitchen and that occasionallv a agua aig would a me to ——- 
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So these guys are always attempting to spy on me and find out what 
I was doing and one way or another causing a ruckus around the castle 
and the queen will show up and what to know what the hell is going on 
and I tell her about these guys being a pain in the neck and she has 
them hauled out and flogged a bit, but they are at it again a few days 
later and the cycle repeats. 


wy "In the meanwhile I Si 
© had come up with several a 

dishes. Appetizers, a couple tay 
of main dishes and some y 
deserts. As well, I had made — 
a sweet wine from some of the @ 
fruit! The queen was quite ee 
satisfied and assured me f 
that I would receive my 
reward. 
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It starts getting vague here 
because I was starting to become aware 
that I was waking and I wanted to see what 
‘happens. I was hoping that I would end up on the 
kitchen staff, but I was worried about working \ 
side by side with the two who had been . 
spying on me. 


It never really resolved and I woke. 
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12/14/2020 


I was working on an assembly line putting together Aurora Frankenstein 
plastic model kits for the war effort. 


I attached right arms. 


12/18/2020 


God how I wish I could remember more of this, but I only retained 
tantalizing impressions of it. 


The important part was that I was in a theater that was having a variety 
show. It seemed like the early postwar period, maybe around 1949 give or 
take. There were song and dance acts, some magic and then there was Abbot 
and Costello. They did this fucking hilarious bit about Bud explaining the 
Theory of Relativity to Lou! The audience was roaring! 


I don't remember a single word of it. I wonder if the routine was ever even 
there or if I somehow just was struck by the idea of it. 


12/20/2020 


I was given the opportunity to work from home but there is a 
misunderstanding. I come home and the house is full of my co-workers. 


Where I live is a little weird. It is a large type of public building kind of 
place. Sometimes it seems to be a museum, other times a library or a bank. 


The people are wreaking havoc in my home! Moving things to where they 
should not be, breaking things and just plain making off with things. 


I find my boss and try to tell him that this has to stop and everyone has to 
leave. One of my co-workers gets up in my face and says "What? You think 
you *own* this place and you can just tell everyone to leave?!?" 
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"Yeah! That is *exactly* what I think!" The boss intervenes and says that 
everyone will go at the end of the shift. I tell him that isn't good enough and 
that everyone has to be gone in five minutes or I'm calling the cops. 


"Look, you *agreed* to this, we have to finish the shift!" 


I tell him that even if it means I'm fired, everyone has to go now. They all 
leave, but it is pretty clear that they all think I'm just a sorehead and no one 
likes me anymore. 


12/25/2020 


I live somewhere in the southwest. I am apparently there as part of some 
high tech development project. The project, whatever it is, it was ill defined, 
was underfunded. It was all very high minded, but it took place in a tiny 
desert boom town that was made from converted cargo containers and 
shanties constructed from wallboard and hot glue. 


I was lured there because a case of Uncle Mike's Amazing Yam Soda was 
sent to me as a gift by my old friend Philip who had become one of these 
billionaire mastermind types like Steve Jobs or Elon Musk. He knew that I 
loved this obscure soda and that the gift would get my attention. 


So I am out west in the middle of the desert being an art director (a job I 
have only the vaguest idea of how to do) for a high salary with only the 
sketchiest outline of what the mission there is. 


A gigantic machine is being constructed that will be activated at some 
point in the near future. I don't recall what it was supposed to do and perhaps 
I never knew in the first place. I am simply there because of the big 
paycheck and my love of Uncle Mike's which he was the only person who 
remembered that about me. 


Suddenly Philip wants to forget the whole thing, sell off all of the 
company resources, lay everyone off and start running a taco truck. The real 
life Philip is in fact of Mexican origin, but I have no idea if he even *likes* 
tacos or "Mexican" food in general, but this is the life decision he has made. 
I have no choice but to go off and play rhythm guitar with a hair band in 
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Phoenix. I now live in a cargo container filled with cases of Uncle Mike's 
Amazing Yam soda and a colony of pet squirrels. In spite of that I feel pretty 
positive about my life. 


I wake up remembering that it is Christmas and I want tamales. 


12/26/2020 


In this dream I do a job similar to the job I do, but it is different in 
important ways. I do put goods on shelves for consumers, but that is where 
the similarity begins and ends. 


At my job, which is the stock crew on the overnight shift at Target, white 
people with English as a first language are a distinct minority. The crew in 
my dream is whitewashed by comparison. We are all very European looking 
and we all speak Standard English. All of the men are about twice the size of 
the women. The shelves we stock are out in the woods someplace not inside 
any kind of building. 


The goods we place on those shelves are a really mixed bag and they are 
all contained in large amounts of intricate packing material. Some of it is 
like armor that we need a can-opener like device to get into and it will 
contain a few boxes of breakfast cereal or some light bulbs. 


There are also live animals among the wares we stock. At one point I take 
a cage that contains a live bird out of a box. There are live sheep in zippered 
bubble wrap suits. There are boxes of cats that when placed on the shelves 
just cooperatively sit there and, to my amazement, don't knock other stuff off 
the shelves. 


When something has to go on a very high shelf, one of the men will hand 
it to one of the tiny women and lift her up to put it in place. 
There was really no story or plot to this and no beginning or end. It sort of 
faded in when it started and faded out when it ended. 
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12/27/2020 


I am a carnivorous dinosaur who works as a watchmaker and practices 
vegetarianism. In the dream I am living a civilized life and dressed in sort of 
a Victorian fashion. I fart nearly constantly due to my unnatural diet. 


In the dream I am assembling a timepiece with unwieldy claws. 


I have been having more remembered dreams lately and I have in fact 
been quite gassy no doubt from various festive foods. 
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Same date different sleep 


My brother Kim and I work at a little resort somewhere in New York, 
maybe the Catskills. Kim runs a stand where he sells snacks and various 
trinkets. My job it to entertain the guests by wandering around the place 
telling jokes, having witty conversations filled with bon mots and double 
entendres and singing merry songs. I'm basically a jester I guess. Our boss is 
the woman who was my boss at Brandeis. Her name is Linda. 


We are paid in Traveller's cheques that come in strange denominations. 
They are printed on blue tyvek and carry the logos of both American 
Express and the National Bank of Canada. They are only good in the resort 
and in the little town nearby. Weed dealers, whores and some taxi drivers 
won't take them. You can tell who won't take the traveller's cheques by the 
fact that they wear a diamond studded pin shaped like a dollar sign. It means 
American money only. 


Kim has a weird ukulele at his stand that I want to buy. It has been made 
from a small electric guitar that has had its neck reset at a weird angle. It has 
a pretty sound. I ask him how much it is and he tells me fifty bucks. I pay 
with a fifty-three dollar traveller's cheque and he gives me change of three 
crisp new American dollar bills. 


Just then Linda comes in and sees the American money in my hand and 
says "Where the heck did you get that?" 


I wake. 
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Index 


A 

Abbot and Costello: 12/18/2020 
Afterlife: 8/18/2020 

Agate: 7/19/2020 

Airfield: 9/22/2020 

Airplane: 2/22/19, 10/26/2020 
Actor: 2/22/19, 1/10/2020 

Alarm: 2/20/2019, 2/22/2019, 3/29/2019, 
5/9/2019, 11/25/2019, 12/6/2019, 
12/21/2019, 1/10/2020, 2/23/2020, 
5/1/2020, 6/2/2020, 8/18/2020, 
9/22/2020, 9/24/2020, 9/27/2020, 
10/26/2020, 11/23/2020, 11/24/2020 


Alchemy: 8/25/2019 


Alien overlords: 4/15/2020 
Alien planet: 11/14/2020 
Aliens: 11/2/2019, 4/15/2020 
Amputation: 11/16/2020 
Animals, huge: 2/23/2020 
Animal jokes: 11/1/2020 
Animals, live: 12/26/2020 


Alternate reality: 4/30/2020, 7/19/2020 
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Anti-asshole pills: 5/28/2020 
Apartment: 1/10/2019, 10/14/2019, 
2/9/2020, 6/11/2020, 7/26/2020, 
8/14/2020, 10/26/2020, 12/8/2020 


Apartment building: 7/26/2020, 
10/26/2020, 12/8/2020 


Apprentice: 10/18/2019 

Architect: 2/5/2020 

Argument: 4/14/19 

Armor: 12/26/2020 

Art Director: 12/25/2020 

Artist: 1/30/2019, 2/9/2020, 10/26/2020 
Art supplies: 12/8/2020 

Artwork, plexiglass: 11/23/2020 
Assembly line: 12/14/2020 

Assistant: 12/6/2019, 8/22/2020 


Astronaut: 10/6/2020 


Atlanta, GA:7/4/2020 


“Aunt”, girlfriend’s: 7/26/2020 


B 

Backpack: 5/27/2019 

Bad neighborhood: 7/26/2020 
Ballroom: 4/14/19, 3/16/2020 
Ballot box: 11/13/2019 
Banquet: 8/18/2020 

Banter, sexy: 8/3/2019 
Barefoot: 5/9/2019 

Barter: 9/27/2020 


Bathroom: 4/14/19, 5/8/2019, 
11/13/2019 


Beards:5/25/2020, 12/8/2020 
Beasts: 11/14/2020 

Begging: 4/15/2020 

Berry, Chuck: 10/6/2020 


Bicycle: 12/24/2018, 1/3/2019 (frog), 
3/16/2020, 7/24/2020, 10/6/2020 


Big, powerful legs: 12/4/2020 
Billionaire mastermind: 12/25/2020 
Bird nest: 11/6/2020 

Bird Suits: 9/22/2020 

Birthday party: 4/12/2019 

Bjork: 4/5/2020 


Blackadder (and Baldrick): 12/12/2020 
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Black people: 9/28/2019 
Black powder: 9/27/2020 


Black woman; 2/9/2020, 8/22/2020, 
12/8/2020 


Black Snakes (firework):7/27/2019 


Blonde: 8/4/2019, 8/25/2019, 10/2/2019, 
12/6/2019, 6/22/2020 


Blue Dress: 5/15/2019 

Blue high heels: 12/16/2019 
Books: 6/22/2020 

Book store: 7/15/2020 
Boomtown: 12/25/2020 
Borgnine, Ernest: 6/4/2020 
Boss: 5/12/19, 7/27/2019, 12/6/2019, 
2/9/2020, 7/6/2020, 12/8/2020, 
12/20/2020, 12/27/2020 
Bottomless: 11/1/2020 
Bottomless woman: 1/1/2020 
Box: 7/6/2020, 11/22/2020 
Box Device: 10/2/2019 

Boxes: 11/10/2020 

Brandeis University: 8/25/2019 
Brando, Marlon: 2/5/2020 
Brazilians: 4/14/19 


Breasts (comical): 3/30/2020, 8/22/2020, 
10/26/2020 


Breasts (sexual context); 1/1/2019, 
6/22/2020, 9/24/2020, 10/6/2020, 
10/26/2020, 10/10/2020 


Breasts (nonsexual context): 2/24/2019, 
5/25/2020 


Brothers: 3/16/2020 
Brother Kim: 9/22/2020, 12/27/2020 


Brother Simon: 1/3/2019, 6/20/2019, 
12/16/2019, 11/22/2020 


Brunette: 8/14/2020 
Brushing teeth: 6/19/2020 
Bulldozer:3/5/2019 

Bullet bra: 9/5/2020 
Bullet train: 8/25/2019 


Bullshit story about burning car: 
9/7/2020 


Burning car: 9/7/2020 


Bus: 5/9/2019, 2/22/2020, 6/11/2020, 
7/14/2020, 8/2/2020 


Byron, Kari: 11/25/2019 


C 
Cafeteria: 5/9/2019 
Cambridge: 3/30/2020, 7/26/2020, 


8/14/2020, 8/14/2020, 9/22/2020, 
11/10/2020 
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Cambridge, mayor of: 11/13/2019, 
9/22/2020 


Cam Girl: 11/25/2019 
Camp: 6/4/2020 

Candy: 7/15/2020 

Cards: 1/1/2019 

Car, self driving: 9/28/2019 
Carell, Steve: 4/25/2020 
Caretakers: 6/3/2020 

Cargo container: 12/25/2020 
Car, jalopy: 7/26/2020 

Car Wreck: 6/20/2019 
Carnival: 6/13/2019 

Carter, Connie: 11/16/2020 
Castle: 3/16/2020, 12/12/2020 


Cat: 10/14/2019, 4/30/2020, 11/6/2020, 
11/23/2020, 12/26/2020 


Cat, black: 7/27/2019 

Cat Costume: 11/6/2020 
Cat Suit: 10/14/2019 

Cat, three-eyed: 5/26/2019 
Catskills: 12/27/2020 
Caucasus cuisine: 6/3/2020 


Cell phone: 11/23/2020 


Chair: 2/5/2020 


Chalfen, Rob: 11/10/2020, 12/8/2020 


Chart, star shaped: 3/13/2020 
Chaos: 6/17/2019 

Chefs: 12/12/2020 

Chemistry set: 6/4/2020 

China: 9/27/2020 

Chicken: 10/18/2019, 9/27/2020 
Chicken wings: 11/2/2019 
Children: 6/11/2020, 8/14/2020 


Chinese people: 7/24/2020 


Christian people, regular, decent: 


8/4/2019 
Christina Hendricks: 3/11/2019 
Chung Ling Soo: 6/11/2020 


Circuit board: 9/13/2019 


Cigar Box Instruments: 10/30/2019 


Cigarettes: 12/6/2019, 6/3/2020 
Cigarette holder: 9/5/2020 
Clean up: 11/23/2020 

Clinton, Bill: 10/30/2019 
Clock, mechanical: 3/13/2020 
Cocktails: 11/1/2020 


Cocoons: 11/1/2020 


Coffee maker: 10/26/2020 
Cold: 8/2/2020 

Colony: 9/13/2016 

College: 9/28/2019, 7/19/2020 
College student: 12/31/2018 
Clown, unsavory: 10/26/2020 
Comic book: 7/14/2020 


Comic shop: 1/3/2019, 9/28/2019 
Commute: 9/5/2020 

Computer, tablet: 12/8/2020 
Conference: 2/5/2020 

Cookies: 6/22/2020, 8/22/2020 
Cooking: 12/12/2020 

Coppery taste:7/25/2019 

Cops: 3/5/2019 

Copy machine: 1/18/2020, 2/22/2020 
Copy shop: 2/9/2020 

Cork: 7/14/2020 

Corn: 9/27/2020 

Corn on the cob (on a stick): 8/14/2020 
Corporation: 12/8/2020 


Corson, Taylor (nonexistent author): 
4/12/2019 


Costumes: 10/2/2019, 8/14/2020 
Cow Girl: 5/26/2019 

Cows: 6/22/2020 

Co-worker romance: 7/2/2019 


Co-worker, female: 8/22/2020 
Crab apples:7/27/2019 


Crackers: 7/27/2019 


Crazy Woman: 5/25/2020 
Creature: 2/22/2020 
Criminals: 4/15/2020 
Cruise, Tom: 4/12/19 
Crumb, Robert: 10/26/2020 
Cuisine: 12/12/2020 

Cult: 12/21/2019 

Curio: 3/16/2020 

Customer complaint: 10/21/2020 
Cut paper: 1/10/2019 
Cylinder records: 8/14/2020 


D 

Dachshund: 8/3/2019 
Danbury, CT: 7/14/2020 
Day drinking: 9/5/2020 
Death at the office: 9/5/2020 
Defender: 9/27/2020 
Degenris, Ellen: 8/18/2020 
Depp, Johnny: 1/27/2019 
Demon:9/24/2020 
Depression era: 10/2/2019 
Desert: 12/25/2020 


Device: 11/15/2019, 3/16/2020, 
9/27/2020, 12/25/2020 


Dime: 6/23/2019 
Dinklage, Peter: 7/15/2020 
Diner: 11/13/2019 


Dinner: 6/27/2020, 
6/14/2020, 1 1/23/2020 


Dinosaur: 12/27/2020 


Dinosaurs: 3/16/2020, 11/22/2020 


Disaster- 9/15/2020 

Display: 8/17/20220 

Display cases: 2/5/2020 
“Disposed of”: 12/8/2020 
Dissolves in water: 8/25/2019 
Disrepair: 11/10/2020 


Dog: 7/13/2019, 8/4/2019, 11/25/2019, 
5/25/2020, 7/4/2020 

Dogs, torture of: 5/17/2020 

Dollar sign pin: 12/27/2020 

Dress in Blue Day: 9/22/2020 

Drive in movie: 10/4/2020 

Drowning: 8/4/2019 


Duchovny, David: 8/22/2020 
Duck monster costume: 6/17/2019 
Dunster Street: 7/26/2020 

DVD: 12/16/2019, 7/6/2020 


E 

Eagle, bronze: 6/4/2020 
Eden, Barbara: 6/27/2020 
Edison, Thomas Alva: 1/3/2019 
Egg, bloody: 1/10/2019 
Elevator: 12/19/2019 
Entertainer: 12/27/2020 
Envelope: 11/23/2020 
Equation: 4/30/2020 
Estate: 6/9/2019 
Experiment: 3/13/2020 


F 


Faces: 7/19/2020 


Factory: 3/16/2020 

Factory ruins: 8/4/2019 

Fairy: 12/8/2020 

Farm Girl, Ukranian: 6/22/2020 
Farts: 12/27/2020 

Fatal accident: 10/16/2020 
Father: 6/4/2020 

Fat lady: 1/26/2020 

Fat men (naked): 2/22/2020 
Feet: 8/4/2019 

Fellatio, offer of: 3/30/2020, 4/25/2020 
Fez: 8/14/2020 

Fiddler: 7/13/2019, 8/14/2020 
Field Modulator: 3/13/2020 
Fillion, Nathan: 12/6/2019 
Finger: 7/14/2020 

Fire men: 9/5/2020 
Fireworks: 7/27/2019 

Fish: 2/22/2020, 6/19/2020 
Flirting: 12/6/2019, 7/14/2020 
“Floyd” sauce: 8/14/2020 
Flying: 2/20/19 


Fog: 8/2/2020 


171 


Foreign language: 1/14/2019 
Forest: 11/14/2020 

Four Sisters: 9/24/2020 
Frankenstein model kit: 12/14/2020 


Frankenstein’s monster: 10/14/2019, 
7/15/2020 


Frat boys: 4/12/2019 
Freezing: 8/2/2020 
Fresco: 7/14/2020 


Friend: 1/10/2019, 1/30/2019, 8/4/2019, 
6/22/2020 


Friends: 11/6/2020, 12/8/2020 
Friends, old: 1/10/2020 
Frozen: 2/9/2020 

Fruit: 11/14/2020, 12/12/2020 
“Fuck off, bitch!”: 10/10/2020 


Funeral: 1/10/2020 
Furniture, oak: 12/8/2020 
Future: 11/14/2020 


G 
Gagarin, Yuri: 11/8/2019 


Game: 1/1/2019, 1/26/2019, 3/11/2019, 
1/26/2020, 4/15/2020 


Game club: 3/11/2019 


Game show: 5/26/2019 

Gang, Filipino: 1/10/2020 

Garter belt: 9/5/2020 

Garters: 1/1/2020 

Gay man: 4/25/2020 

General store, abandoned: 6/4/2020 
Gigantic machine: 12/25/2020 
Giant rock: 7/21/2020 

Girdle: 9/5/2020 

Girl, Asian: 8/18/2020 

Girl: 1/14/2019, 10/18/2019, 
11/87/2019, 2/22/2020, 4/30/2020, 
10/6/2020 

Girls: 7/15/2020 

Girlfriend: 8/3/2019, 2/9/2020, 
3/16/2020, 7/26/2020, 10/6/2020, 
9/24/2020, 10/26/2020 

Girls, naked: 5/27/2019 

Glass of Water: 6/19/2020 
Glyphs: 1/1/2019, 6/29/2019, 3/16/2020 
Go Naked day: 9/22/2020 

Gore, Al: 10/30/2019 

Graduate student: 11/25/2019 


Grape soda: 11/6/2020 


Green button: 4/30/2020 
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Green Line: 7/24/2020 
Grocery Store” 10/21/2020 
Gun: 7/6/2020, 9/27/2020, 11/23/2020 


Gym: 6/22/2020 


H 

Hair band: 12/25/2020 
Halloween party: 7/15/2020 
Hamsters: 10/14/2019 
Hand grenade: 4/5/2020 


Happiness (breakfast ingredient): 
6/4/2020 


Harvard Lampoon: 6/20/2019 


Harvard Square: 6/20/2019, 11/13/2019, 
5/25/2020, 7/26/2020 


Harvard University: 8/25/2019, 
11/25/2019, 11/10/2020 


Hawke, Daisy: 2/22/2020 

High heels, blue: 12/16/2019 
High school: 5/28/2020 

High tech startup: 12/25/2020 
Hit by a car: 2/20/19 
Hitchhiking: 8/4/2019, 4/25/2020 


Hog, butchered: 9/27/2020 


Hotel: 4/14/19, 3/16/2020, 3/30/2020 
Hunter/gatherers: 3/16/2020 

Hyde, Dr.: 9/13/2019 

Hydrofluoric acid: 5/12/2019 


Hypothesis: 7/19/2020 


I 

Ice: 8/14/2020 

Ice cream parlor: 8/14/2020 
Illness: 6/3/2020 

Indiana: 2/24/19 

Indonesia: 11/22/2020 

Inman Square: 8/14/2020 
Island: 9/13/2019, 11/22/2020 
Isotope, radioactive: 11/25/2019 


Italian sports car: 6/20/2019 


J 

James, the beautiful widow: 10/6/2020 
Japan: 1/14/2019 

Japanese school girl outfit: 2/22/2020 
Jetpack: 9/27/2020 


Jitters, The: 2/24/2019 
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Job: 3/16/2020, 7/24/2020, 10/26/2020 


Job interview: 12/6/2019 


K 

“Karen” haircut: 7/6/2020 

Kenny always lies: 3/11/2019 

Key Tags: 7/4/2020 

Kidnapping: 8/25/2019 

Kids: 7/27/2019, 3/30/2020, 12/8/2020 
Kitten: 1/26/2019 


Knight: 12/6/2019 


L 

Larchmont: 9/5/2020 
Large format copier:5/12/2019, 2/9/2020 
Laser: 3/13/2020 

Latina: 3/16/2020 

Latino: 7/15/2020 

Laundry: 10/21/2020 

Lavender silk blouse: 9/24/2020 
Lawrence, Jennifer: 2/22/19, 4/12/19 
Leprechaun: 7/15/2020 


Lichen: 7/14/2020 


Library: 3/16/2020, 6/22/2020 
Lima Beans/ 7/4/2020 
Limousine: 4/12/2019 

Lion, Cowardly: 1/10/2020 
Lithgow, John: 3/30/2020 
Little Debbie cakes: 11/22/2020 
Little Green Men: 4/12/2019 
Little Pig song: 7/13/2019 
Loading Dock: 10/16/2020 
Locker: 8/18/2020 

Lord of the Manor: 4/30/2020 
Lost: 5/8/2019, 7/25/2019 
Lucid dream: 10/16/2020 
Lumber town: 10/6/2020 


Lumber trucks: 10/6/2020 


M 

Machines : 6/9/2019 
Macramé: 4/5/2020 
Magician: 11/13/2019 
Magic formula: 7/26/2020 


Magic Herbs:5/25/2020 


174 


Magic trick: 10/18/2019 

Malted milkshake: 8/14/2020 

Man from another dimension: 5/25/2020 
Manager: 11/23/2020 


Mansion: 9/24/2020 


Marijuana: 9/27/2020 
Massachusetts Avenue: 7/26/2020 
Matchsticks: 11/6/2020 

Math course: 7/6/2020 

Matter transporter: 4/12/2019 
Mayor: 9/7/2020 

Memory block: 7/26/2020 

Me, young: 4/30/2020 
“Mexifranceachusetts”: 9/15/2020 
Milk, chocolate: 11/6/2020 
Milkmaid: 12/12/2020 

Mister Yagumbe: 9/7/2020 
Mirren, Helen: 12/6/2019 

MIT neighborhood:7/26/2020 
Moat: 11/10/2020 

Mole Men: 1/27/2019 

Memo: 9/5/2020 


Monkey (man in monkey suit): 
1/10/2020 


Monkey Joe, The legend of: 12/4/2020 
Monorail: 1/14/2019 

Monster suits: 7/21/2020 

Moss: 7/14/2020 
Mouse:6/23/2019, 2/9/2020 
Mother, mine: 9/28/2019, 3/2/2020, 
3/16/2020, 7/14/2020, 9/25/2020, 
11/22/2020 

Movie: 4/5/2020 

Movie set: 4/12/19 

Mud: 10/6/2020 

Mural: 7/14/2020 

Museum of Sounds: 9/22/2020 


“Mutant”: 9/27/2020 


Mystery woman: 12/16/2019 


N 


Naked in a sheet: 5/8/2019, 6/23/2019, 
6/11/2020 


Negligee: 9/5/2020 
Newspaper: 10/6/2020 
Niflheim: 12/31/2018 


New York State: 12/27/2020 


New York City: 10/26/2020 


| Wie 


No panties: 7/15/2020 
Nude boys: 1/1/2019 
Nude girl: 1/26/2019 


Nude People: 6/11/2020, 11/14/2020 


Nude Woman: 1/14/2019, 4/12/2019, 
6/23/2019, 10/14/2019, 11/13/2019, 
12/16/2019, 9/5/2020, 9/27/2020 
Nun’s habit: 6/9/2019 


Nut (Egyptian goddess): 2/25/2020 


O 

Office: 7/6/2020, 8/22/2020, 9/5/2020 
Office girls: 9/5/2020 

Orgy: 8/3/2019, 3/16/2020 

Oreos: 6/22/2020 


Other world: 11/25/2019 


P 

Paint distillery: 6/4/2020 
Palace intrigues: 12/12/2020 
Panhandler: 7/13/2019 
Panties, lacey: 8/14/2020 
Pariodolia: 7/19/2020 


Parrot, giant: 1/10/2020 


Party: 4/14/19, 6/23/2019, 8/3/2019, 
3/16/2020, 8/14/2020 


Pasties: 10/26/2020 

Pastry: 9/7/2020 

Peeling Paint: 6/4/2020, 7/14/2020 
People, tiny: 3/16/2020 
Philadelphia: 1/10/2020 

Phoenix: 12/25/2020 

Phone: 11/22/2020 

Photograph: 12/24/2018 

Pig on a stick: 8/14/2020 

Pindle valves: 8/14/2020 

Pins: 7/14/2020 

Pipe organ: 7/27/2019 

Piss: 11/5/2019 

Pixie cut: 12/6/2019 

Poker: 11/6/2020 

Polaroid: 9/22/2020 

Pole vaulting: 7/15/2020 
Police:5/25/2020 

Polydactyly: 8/4/2019, 3/30/2020 
Post Apocalyptic: 9/27/2020 


Power cells: 2/23/2020 


Powers of time and space: 12/16/2019 


Presents: 8/18/2020 

Prince Valiant haircut: 5/15/2019 
Printer: 8/22/2020 

Product launch: 8/18/2020 
Professor: 7/19/2020 

Pubic hair: 1/1/2020 

Public library: 1/1/2020 

Puppy: 5/26/2019 


Purse, contents of: 1/14/2019, 
11/23/2020 


“Pyetrovichu”: 6/3/2020 


Q 


Quantum spectroscope: 11/25/2019 


Queen: 12/12/2020 


R 

Rajahthan elections: 6/22/2020 
Raiders of the Lost Ark: 10/30/2019 
Rail Yard: 9/27/2020 

Raincoat: 5/9/2019 

Red haired girl: 4/30/2020 


Red People: 5/17/2020 


Reagan, Ronald: 11/13/2019 


Redhead: 1/26/2019, 3/11/2019, 
8/14/2020 


Rednecks: 5/8/2019 
Reflector: 3/13/2020 


Reincarnation: 12/6/2019 


Relativity, the theory of: 12/18/2020 


Resort: 12/27/2020 


Restaurant: 1/10/2020, 9/7/2020, 
10/26/2020 


Rich People: 3/16/2020 
Rickles, Don: 6/29/2019 
Rickman, Alan: 7/27/2019 
Rickshaw: 5/15/2019 

Robert, Robert: 1/10/2020 
Robin: 11/6/2020 

Rock ‘n’ Roll Parade: 9/22/2020 
Rocket motors: 7/27/2019 

Roll over Beethoven: 10/6/2020 
Rooming house: 5/25/2020 
Roommate: 10/14/2019 

Rope man: 1/3/2020 

Ruins: 5/28/2020 


Russian: 3/30/2020 
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S 

Sailor: 2/25/2020 
Sashweight: 6/20/2018 

Scrap book: 6/27/2020 
Schemes: 12/12/2020 
School: 7/27/2019 
Schwimmer, David: 4/14/19 
Scotch: 9/5/2020 

Scrambled eggs: 2/24/19 
Secretary: 9/5/2020 

Security force: 7/6/2020 
Segway: 9/28/2019 

Serpent: 6/29/2019, 7/14/2020 
Sex: 1/30/2019 

Sexual attraction: 12/6/2019 
Sex slaves: 9/27/2020 

Sheet music: 11/2/2019 
Shopping expedition: 9/27/2020 
Simplicity pattern: 7/26/2020 
Sisters: 9/24/2020 

Shoes: 4/25/2020 


Shoelace factory: 9/22/2020 


Sirtis, Marina: 9/25/2020 
Skillder street: 8/4/2019 
Sleeping bag: 8/25/2019 
Slow among the fast: 10/31/2020 
Snakes, giant: 11/25/2019 
Soiled myself: 4/14/19 
Southwest: 12/25/2020 
Special effects: 6/17/2019 
“Special pasta”: 9/7/2020 
Spies: 10/2/2019 
Squirrels: 12/25/2020 
Stained glass: 5/15/2019 


Stairs: 1-14-2019, 4/14/19 


Standing in line: 1/26/2020, 1/18/2020 


Star chart: 2/25/2020 
Star ship: 2/23/2020 


Star Trek: The Next Generation: 
9/25/2020 


Stereo: 10/14/2019 

Stocking Shelves: 12/26/2020 
Stoned: 6/23/2019 

Stooges: 12/12/2020 
Striptease:8/14/2020 


Subway:5/28/2020 


Suitors: 9/24/2020 

Sun, catface: 2/24/19 

Sunday school, atheist: 9/28/2019 
Superman: 1/10/2019 


Supermarket: 1/26/2019, 8/17/2020, 
11/16/2020 


Supervisor: 6/9/2019 

Suspended animation: 11/1/2020 
Swastika quilt: 1/1/2020 

Swing music: 8/14/2020 


“Swiss Army Knife”: 11/14/2020 


Taco truck: 12/25/2020 
Target: 10/10/2020 

Tarot: 2/22/19 

Tarrytown, NY: 4/30/2020 
Tattoo: 9/28/2019 

Team leaders: 10/10/2020 
Teenagers: 7/14/2020 


Teenage boy: 10/18/2019, 7/6/2020, 
8/14/2020 


Tearing off clothing: 1/14/2019 


Television: 1/10/2019, 
11/5/2019,9/5/2020 


Tenant: 11/10/2020 

Thief: 1/26/2019 

Three Card Monte: 11/13/2019 
Ticket: 1/26/2020 

Time travel: 4/30/2020 
Titans: 3/15/2019 

Toddler: 5/27/2019 

Toilet: 12/6/2019 

Topless: 10/26/2020 
Tortillas: 9/25/2020 

Toys, dancing: 1/10/2019 
Toys. mechanical: 10/10/2020 
Toys, wooden:7/2 1/2020 
Trader Joe’s: 6/11/2020 
Trading Cards: 12/21/19 
Trailer park: 5/8/2019 

Train: 12/21/19, 2/22/2020 


Train station: 2/22/2020 


Traveller’s cheques: 12/27/2020 


Tree, hollow: 4/30/2020 
Tree house: 7/27/2019 


Trespassers: 3/5/2019 


Triple-decker: 12/24/2018 
Trump, Donald: 5/26/2019 
Trump, Ivanka: 5/26/2019 
T-shirt: 11/23/2020 
Turtle: 11/8/2019 


TV show: 11/25/2019 


U 

Ukrainian language: 6/22/2020 
Ukulele: 12/27/2020 
Unicycles: 10/30/2019 
Uniform: 2/5/2020 

Union: 10/26/2020 


Universal Gym: 9/25/2020 


Uninvited people in my house: 
12/20/2020 


Urban Planning: 2/5/2020 
Used book store: 4/12/19, 7/15/2020 


“Utopia”: 9/13/2019 


V 
Vacuum tubes: 10/3/2019 


Vegetarian: 12/27/2020 


Venus of Willendorf: 3/15/2019 
Victorian: 12/27/2020 

Village: 12/24/2018, 7/21/2020 
Virgin Mary snack cakes: 8/18/2020 
Vision: 6/29/2019 

Vivid sex dream: 1/30/2019 


Voodoo shoes: 5/9/2019 


W 


Waitress: 2/24.2019, 9/7/2020, 
10/26/2020 


Waldo (comic character): 7/15/2020 
Walls: 2/5/2020, 7/14/2020 
Waltham, Ma: 2/20/19 

War effort: 12/14/2020 
Washer: 7/13/2019 
Watchmaker: 12/27/2020 
Watertown Square: 8/2/2020 
Wedgewood plate: 9/7/2020 
Wearing only a sheet:6/23/2019 
Wedding: 7/14/2020 

Weed: 3/30/2020 

West, Nina: 7/4/2020 


Western Mass: 8/25/2019 
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Wheat field: 6/22/2020 

White people: 12/26/2020 

White Plains, New York: 7/15/2020 
Wife, ex (Linda): 1/10/2020 

Wife, ex (Livia) 1/10/2020 

Wife,ex (unknown): 7/26/2020 

Wind Turbine; 3/13/2020 


Wine: 1/1/2019, 1/30/2019, 11/10/2020, 
12/12/2020 


Winkler, Henry: 1/18/2020 

Wild West: 5/26/2019 

Withers, Chris: 1/10/2020 
Woodland Creature: 6/2/2020 
Woods: 12/26/2020 

Women, attractive: 8/14/2020 
Women, tiny: 12/26/2020 

Woman: 1/1/2019, 1/3/2019, 1/14/2019, 
1/30/2019, 2/22/19, 3/11/2019, 
5/15/2019, 6/9/2019, 8/4/2019, 
10/2/2019, 10/14/2019, 11/13/2019, 
11/25/2019, 12/6/2019, 2/9/2020, 
3/30/2020, 7/14/2020, 8/14/2020 


Work: 1/10/2019, 11/5/2019, 8/22/2020, 
10/26/2020, 12/20/2020, 12/26/2020 


World out of control- 9/15/2020 


Workshop: 7/19/2020 


XxX 
X-Ray: 9/28/2019 


Y 


Yam Soda, Uncle Mike’s Amazing: 


12/25/2020 
Young people: 1/30/2019 


YouTube: 9/7/2020 


Z 


Zoology: 8/25/2019 
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